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Send for This Money- 
utfit REES 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


“SQaoo 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
—- mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 

Add to Your | sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
Profits with I and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
Tailored Suits I fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
for Ladies! | ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
aikes ts sae ae show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
gh Bigg Be tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
ty | —and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 
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| 

I 












styled, fine quality 
misde-to-mieasure suits orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 


and skirts for women 
Many husbands sell 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 


suits to men, their 
wives sell suits and 
skirts to women . 
and the profits roll in! 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, 
and simple  instruc- 
tions. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
oo need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
a simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 








— Pi 3 | opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send 
-: '} YOUR 0 Nv UIT you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 
hie. fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 
| Sey this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
WITHOUT I¢ COST! the coupon today! 
s 
bus te eile te ee PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. J-364 
you to get your own personal 
suits, topcoats, and over- 500 S. Throop = Chicago 7, Hl. 
coats without paying lc—in 
addition to your big cash Se eS ee ee a a ee ee a a ee a a a a a ee 
earnings. Think of it! Not only i 
do we start you on the road to | J PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. J-364 J 
a m ye als . 
an. Go i we oe oe y 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. I 
your own clothes without pay- Dear Sir: 1 
pred hence i No wonder I I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR | 
ee waa et Gee | AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Valuable 
: ve I Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- | 
Just Mail Coupon 1 LUTELY FREE. i 
You don’t invest a penny of your i : I 
money now or any time. You don’t POMS. cciccecccveovesne ese isbedeSatensee Re <tabeeoees | 
pay money for samples, for outfits, I 
or for your own suit under our re- I 
markable plan. So do as other men I Address ............... eT ee re 
have done—mail the coupon now. I | 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. So ee eee 1 
Rovsisisin:eecneieen aed enaneiennabiiiimanienasdil 
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MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 





—-ABIG STEADY INCOME 
: IMMEDIATELY! 


THIS 1S THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
your help. WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like . . . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 


DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 -----------.- Sowcceensccocessccesoccceseussoeosane “3 

+ 
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was ; POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 171115 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ml. 


right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 


have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 


right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 
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ayo Fale 
Lemon Loaf 
Cake 


Lemon Loaf Cake is truly flavor fresh, 
a fine example of how delicious a 
cake may be when baked only with 
fresh ingredients. Baked as a loaf, 
it is easy to slice and serve as a base 
for fruits, ice cream or sauces. Baked 
as cupcakes it ideally fits into the 
family menu or the lunch box. Fresh 
Clabber Girl Baking Powder guar- 
antees its flavor and light texture. 


LEMON LOAF CAKE 


Yield: 1—9% x 5\-inch loaf cake 
or 24—2-inch cupcakes 
2% cups sifted 2 teaspoons grated 
all-purpose flour lemon rind 
2% teaspoons Clabber 1 teaspoon lemon 
Girl Baking Powder extract 
3% teaspoon salt 3 eggs. separated 
4% cup butter or M% teaspoon salt 
margarine % cup sugar 
% cup sugar 4% cup milk 
Sift together flour, Baking Powder, and 
% teaspoon salt. Cream together butter 
or margarine, % cup sugar, lemon rind, 
and lemon extract thoroughly. Beat in 
egg yolks until mixture is light and fluffy. 
Beat egg whites and \ teaspoon salt until 
foamy. Gradually beat in the 4 cup sugar 
until whites form stiff, moist peaks. Add 
dry ingredients to egg yolk mixture alter- 
nately with milk, adding dry ingredients 
first and last; beat only until mixture is 
smooth after each addition. Fold in beaten 
egg whites. Pour batter into a and 
9% x 5¢% x 2%-i loaf pan. 
Bake in a 350° F. (moderate) oven about 
1 hour. Or bake in 24 greased or oiled 
2% x 1-inch muffin pans at same tem- 
perature for 20 minutes. 


“Avo Frasle... 


Remember, it's the fresh ingredients 
in your home-baked recipe that 

make things taste better; 
stay fresh longer! 


is now Exclusively Known 
as the Baking Powder 
with the Balanced Double Action. 


HULMAN AND CO. TERRE HAUTE, IND. 





try Clabber Girl's 
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howard tresses 
NATIONALLY FAMOUS FOR 
GLORIOUS HAIR STYLES and VALUES 







esirable --° 
more Lovely and D 
Become 


GIVE YOURSELF THAT 


MOUR GIRL 
GLAMONN 


: luring 
tic and A 
con HAIR PIECES 
























$25.95 
2010: STYLE OF ELEGANCE. Styled to give 
you a youthful look. Ribbon part. $25.95 
2011: Hand ventilated natural part $29.98 


with 
: howar¢ 





$24.95 
1425: POODLE CUT. Exciti 
poodie cut vogue. .....$24. 
1426: Natural slik part 
$23.95 








ORIGINAL howard STYLES TO 
FIT ALL OCCASIONS 


1427: Hand made with 
French drawn part $86.00 








































































































































$12.95 . 
Fa nog te ener ype — pad oF ‘ 7 
© frame the face in short feather style 
$12.95 73 p 
19 811: Same effect as +810, only pected + r. ige)T] SO MUCH of 
24 . $12.95) D LITTLE MONE 
745: RIVIERA GLAMOUR. Simple French 
28 steal a lomtet nessa 
36 
MADE OF REAL IMPORTED HAIR 
38 
% Ss ' 
$12.50 $4.95 
—| $15: THE CROWN POODLE. Typical poodie} 715: HOWARD CHIGNON. Made of our}630: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS. Simp! 
z' Ft curls on net foundation. --veeee$12.50 ] finest imported hair, on a plump wool} pin on. Has invisible nylon net mi} 
10 - SS $16: Same style, extra thick ........$14.50) Poll ~-sese-$3-95 | 629: As above, heavier .................$7-50 
18 ~*~ Py 725: Same style larger and thicker $5.75 1 3g9. same style, with extra thick curt, 
12.9 12.9 $3.95 —_ 
22 789: CIRCLET cmon 75 530: LADY EVE. Covers $12 95 571: FEATHER CURLS. For that short 
ing waves and curls. $12.95 reaches below shoulders ........$12.95 look. Heavy, 7 inches wide ....$3.95 
26 791: Same as +789, only —— 531: Same as 3530 only on oe a Same as 571 only 12 nr mae 
37 ONLY howard ORIGINAL STYLES CAN 
' DO SO MUCH FOR YOU : 
201: FEATHER PAGE BOY. Double row of ue 
lovely feather curls. 12” wide ......$5.50 ¥) 
6 75: Taped crimpy transformation. Crimpy " * 0 >4 , ‘es 
8 = . ee = wide -_ 16 me by 
12 {okay 76: Extra Heavy version .................$7.50 
ss toPetn a 
13 | tue ORIGINAL howard HAIRS FOR jee : 
4 ALL-AROUND BEAUTY MAKE BIG MONEY — BE A howardl- AGENT! 
e , $9.95 WRITE FOR FREE DETAILS TODAY! 
ect ar sides an wi Rt —— — ’ 
16 i) Short front bang. _ FREE 10-DAY HOME TRIALCOUPON __~ 
$9.95) $ 
925: POODLE HALO. Cut short and . 
boyish effect. Not 2 full wig. $8.95 understood that | must be completel 
41 Se sae Natt Paget ae ee ne Sa sot ak Ss 
42 $8.50 ee a ee | 
: 205: FEATHER CURL HALO. Full E 
44 pe $8.50 - i 3 
206: Extra heavy. $9.95 (For light shades and mixed grays add $2.00 for Hair Pieces and $3.00 for Wiss.) By 
45 (Jet Black () Of Black [) Dark Brown (] Mixed Grays [] | enclose sample, match exactly. FFE 
\: % - NAME Please PRint F#m 3° 
46 om, sonameete 
back with short front bang $9.95 ADDRESS or R.F.0. 
oo TONE STATE 
CJ enclose full price of ome ordered shove. YOU PAV ail postage and Rendlleg cRerges. 
an (Jt OE ORD CRE SO ee ee ee 
New York E MUST MAKE You LOVELIER OR YOUR MONEY BACK 
sired SSS 
es 
























YOULL CHEER, 


as your complexion grows lighter, brighter 


It’s hard to score in the game of love 
if you’re handicapped by a dark, 
dull complexion. But remember— 
just sitting, wishing lonesomely at 
home by yourself won’t lighten or 
brighten your skin. NADINOLA will. 


Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NADINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
75 and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness. 75c and $1.10 





oe 


inine voices say, “What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!”’ 
NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NapINOoLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NApINoLa right 
away! NaDINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 
Just one jar of Nadinola 

will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 
EAR MRS. JACKSON: 


I am a girl almost 16 and I’m in 
love with a fellow who’s 22 years old. 
He said he loved me but he never calls 
me and comes around only about once 
in three or four weeks. Is he making a 
fool of me? Is this real love or doesn’t 
he care? Please help me. | need it bad- 
ly. Thank you very much. A.R. 


Dear A.R.: 

Yes, he is very definitely making a 
fool out of you, and you are playing 
the role superbly by believing what he 
says. Wake up to the facts of life little 
miss teen-ager and stop being so em- 
phatic about casual declarations of love. 
Take it from me, they don’t mean a 
thing! Better be dating fellows your 
own age. A man who’s 22 years old and 
still dating 15 year olds lacks maturity 
in some area. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

1 am 19 years old and | have a cute 
little two-year-old daughter. This is my 
first time writing to you. so I wish you 
would print this letter. for I feel it may 
help other girls who have made the same 
mistake | made. I met a boy in 1951, 
when | was in first year of high school. 
and I must say I was a very bad girl 
at the time. He was 37 years old and 
very nice to me. That is before he 
found out I was going to have a baby. 
then he began to stray away. He never 
came to see me all during my preg: 
nancy. After my baby was born he 
promised that he would marry me, but 
he never has. Nor has he supported us 
in any way, even though he has an $85 
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a week job. He tells me he is going to 
take care of us for the past two years, 
but I’m still waiting and nothing has 
happened. I don’t know whether to wait 
and let him make up his mind or to let 
him go. Either way he probably won’t 
help too much. The baby likes him very 
much. What would you do, let him go 
or wait? Please don’t use my full name 
when printing this letter. C.J.R. 


Dear C.J.R.: 

It looks as if you’ve been waiting long 
enough for him to support his child so 
you'll have to take legal steps to make 
him do it. If you can prove that the 
child is his then take your problems to 
the Domestic Court in your local court- 
house and they will take steps towards 
making him support you. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

| was drafted into the Army when I 
was 20 (I am now 22), but before I 
left | married a girl whom I had been 
dating for four years. After being over 
seas-for 16 months, I contracted tuber- 
culosis and was transported back to the 
United States. While I was in the hos- 
pital my wife visited me on weekends 
and everything seemed to be going 
along fine between us. But to my sur- 
prise after two months she told me that 
she was going with another fellow. He 
is 18 years old and my wife is 22. 
\fter talking with her for about three 
weeks we could still reach no decision 
about the affair. I talked to my in-laws 
and they were thoroughly disgusted 
with her behavior and said they would 
try to stop her from going out with this 
fellow. Shortly afterward I received a 
letter from my wife saying that she 
would stop seeing this fellow and we 
would talk things over when I was re- 
leased from the hospital (in about 6 or 
10 months). I went home this past week- 
end and saw my wife in her car with 
this fellow driving it. Later I confront- 
ed her with this fact and she didn’t deny 
it. She told me that she was in love with 
him but she didn’t want to marry him. 
During that week no decision was 
reached between us and I returned to 
the hospital. What is your opinion on 
this matter? I can’t be with my wife 
very often except on a monthly pass 
from the hospital until my release. 


Thank you, Mr. T.B.C. 


Dear Mr. T.B.C.: 

| am sorry that you are faced with 
faithlessness and deceit during your ill- 
ness. It seems to me your wife is a very 
immature person who is unwilling to ac- 
cept adult responsibilities. Try once 
more to have a heart to heart talk with 
her. Since she does not intend to di- 
vorce you and marry this younger fel- 
low it looks as if she’s simply “playing 
around” with him. If she can be made 
to realize that you still love her and that 
marriage is really a serious business, 
and nothing to be sneezed at, she just 
may come to her senses. At least it’s 
worth a try. If that doesn’t work seek 


out the help of a marriage counselor. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

| have been married only three 
months and now I find that my wife is 
six months pregnant by another man. 
You can imagine how shocked and hor- 
rified | was, especially since I just re- 
ago. I 
in her 


turned home three months 
wouldn’t want to divorce her 
present condition, but whatever love | 
had for her has been lost by now. She 
came to me one night and told me that 
the baby wasn’t mine, but begged me 
not to leave her. | feel sorry for her 
and would like to help her as much as 
I can, but people in our community are 
laughing at me thinking that I’m a big 
fool for staying. Even my mother has 
encouraged me to leave this girl and she 
is usually always right. Sincerely Peter 
G. Granis 


Dear Peter: 

It takes great courage to stand up and 
look over the jibes of ignorant people. 
I am sorry that you are going through 
all this trouble but I do think you are 
very right to stand by this girl in her 
time of need. It is not for you to judge 
whether she did right or wrong, and if 
you are big enough spiritually to accept 
this turn of events without deserting the 
girl it seems to me you are a pretty 
wonderful fellow. I know it’s very hard 
for you to face the criticism of your 
mother and neighbors, but just try to 
remember that they are on the outside 
looking in and their perspective is nat- 
urally different than yours. It takes a 
man big in many ways other than physi- 
cal stature to do what you're doing for 
this girl. Your reward may not come 
immediately, but in the long run your 
faithfulness and fair play will pay off. 
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CITY & ZONE STATE 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


AMAZING INVENTION FLATTENS 
ABDOMEN UP TO 4 INCHES! 
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Design 
Smant-Looking Clothes 
STUDY AT HOME—DEVELOP YOUR TALENT 
WY Ran zoe wie te mabe 8 a career of dress design- 


ine oe vans onty So oe eS skill needed to create 
of family, 
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LADIES! Have New 
INDEPENDENCE! 


EASY WAY TO MAKE YOUR OWN MONEY! 
Be own boss! Sell Nationally Advertised 
Long-Aid for Hair and Scalp to neighbors, 
friends! Make big profits; repeat sales! Sell- 
ing Kit complete with Long-Aid hair prepa- 
rations, cosmetics, everyday household needs. 
No experience needed. Write for complete de- 
tails, FREE samples and beauty book. Long- 
Aid, Box 2026, Dept. AT-2, Memphis, Tenn. 















PLAY 
RIGHT 
AWAY 


ANY INSTRUMENT 
—even if you don’t 
know a single note now! 


NO Bs SAGs © pen AeY it. No boring 









lesson you can play any p 
you wish. Over 900,000 students. 


WRITE FOR FREE sal 
A ome s e “a with your name 
ares onus. SCHOOL 
OF Pause, Studie ‘aie AML, Pert Westone, 
N. Y. (No obligation: — 
Our pod Successful "Year 












OLLYWOOD .. . the stars gazed on 
singer Ella Fitzgerald, but she onl 
felt a good case of jitters with all those 
movie stars watching as she sang before 
the cameras for her part in the movie 
“Pete Kelly’s Blues.” All the stars on 
Warner’s lot came around to listen when- 
ever Ella performed. Taking direction 
from Jack Webb, Ella says, gave her the 
queer feeling that she was being watched 
by Sgt. Joe Friday. But “Mr. Dragnet” made it all up to her at the end of each day 
by keeping her dressing room filled with beautiful flowers. 


“Rochester” and Jack Benny 


Part of the locale of Eddie “Rochester” Anderson’s film “The Bull Drew Aces” will be 
the all-Negro town of Mound Bayou, Mississippi. Mantan Moreland. who hasn’t been 
seen on the screen since the “Charlie Chan” series, shares the comedy angle with 
Rochester. 


Clarence Muse, who plays the part of Sam the piano player in Warner Bros 
“Casablanca” TV series, scheduled for fall viewing, is currently finishing a folk 
opera called “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde in Harlem.” 


Ellington, Earl (Fath 
and Stan Kentor 


Duke 


. June Christy, 








Composer, 
Frank Fields, 
had his latest 
works pre- 
miered on TV’s 
“Firestone 
Hour.” Though 
strictly long- 
hair, Fields 
composed the 
musical back- all 
ground for the Carmen McRae 
20th Century 
Fox movie, “Body and Soul,” which fea- 





ed on tured the late Canada Lee and John 
> only Garfield. 
those 
sefare Singer, Carmen McRae, whom every- 
save body is raving about, did time in Holly- 
— wood. She'll be seen in the prize-fight 
uhen- film, “The Square Jungle,” which has as 
_— one of its stars, champ Joe Louis. 
er the While working in Las Vegas, funny- 
tched man Timmie Rogers wasn’t being funny 
h day at all when he sent home a copy of the 
new Jackie Gleason album “Music For 
Tired Lovers” . . . divorce papers were 
il be enclosed. 
peen e 
ith THEN, HARLEM ... While most 
entertainers spent the past summer get- 
ting up nerve enough to turn the knobby 
Bros knees out in Bermuda shorts and the like 
a folk to keep cool while working, the suave 


Duke of Ellington donned red flannels 
under his beautiful white tux in order to 
keep comfortable. The Duke and his 
men spent the entire season playing an 
outdoor Aquashow . . . and it was cold 
out there. 


Young Trin- 
idad-born gui- 
tarist-folk sing- 





Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can 





er Johnny Bar- do more for your hair than you've ever 
racuda, is dreamed of . . . gives gray hair youthful 
keeping busy new color ... gives drab hair glowing 
between work- new color... leaves your hair soft, 
ing hours by shining . . . this very day! 
J attending mu- 
je dam 2 Get Godefroy’s Larieuse at your favorite 
<2 Juilliard Insti- cosmetic counter now—the famous 

Clarence Muse tute, then brand in the red box, known and 

dashing madly approved for more than 50 years. 
to another class where he teaches Carib- In 18 flattering ate 





bean rhythms to City College teachers. 












liams, bought himself a swank cocktail 
lounge in Trenton, N. J. At midnight 


Former lightweight champ, Ike Wil- Just : NN 
3 > \ , 






































? ° “ ” —_— bags 
he’s featuring a “Bolo Punch” . . . one 
drink and you’re down for the count. fasy — f < y 
? SOG —— } 
Shake dancer, Tina Ridgeway, came 1 2 3 
near taking the count when the fancy SYfeps z » Campantety Gaseasity. e Apply Godefroy’s Larie- e After color has devel- 
3 sen wl efroy's paar + leew: te. \gemeeeae pp = 


fringe on her G-string tangled round her 
ankles during a torrid shake session at 
Coney Island. 








[CODEFROY MFG. CO. © 3510 OLIVE © ST. LOUIS 3,m0] 




















Got Relief from Itching, Stinging Burn of 


















Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of eczema, acne pimples, simple 
ringworm, tetter. 3 generous sizes. Get 


sizes. Get Black and White Ointment. 
Cleanse skin with Black and White Soap. 





more for your money—buy large economy 


BLACKHEADS 


“I was always embarrassed by the 
ugly pimples and blackheads on my 
face and the itching and stinging 
made me miserable. I tried many 
skin lotions and ointments without 
success. Then a friend suggested I 
try Black and White Ointment. The 
relief from the itching and stinging 
was wonderful ...thanks to her 
and Black and White Ointment.” 


James D. Williams 
Washington, D.C. 








Over 
51 
Million 




















For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relievin 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) too 
place. 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. *Reg. U.8. Pat. Off. 
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fail—New 
Figure trim- 
mer succeeds. 
Most girdies either hold 
in the abdomen but push 
up the waist—others nip 
the waist but do nothing 
for the abdomen. Only 
New Figure Trimmer 
both nips the waist and 
By flattens the stomach 
7 and firmly supports the 
back too. It’s the amaz- 
ing Zip-On-Zip-Off Band 
with extra adjustment 

that does this. 


TRY 10 DAYS FREE! 
BUB@aaeeu fe | 
EN CO. Dept. F-621 
1 Street, New York 23, N. Y. LJ 
Figure Trimmer for 10 Days Trial. Full g 
f my purchase price guaranteed. 
| enclose $. Ward Green pays postage. 
Send COD. I'll pay purchase price plus postage. ' 
My waist size is # 
Regular (waist 22-32) $3.95 (33 &up) $4.95 B 


Panty (waist 22-32) $4.95 (33 &up) $5.95 a 
Detachable crotch piece 50c extra; 5 for $2 
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PUETRY 


Hurrying to Meet You 
My heart is running on tip toe 
My breath is coming in sighs 
The thought of you and your 

beauty 
Has brought a glow to my eyes 


My blood is racing like wild fire 

My pulse is pounding apace 

I’m hurrying quickly to meet you 

In a headlong, heart-free race. 

—Hal Price 
The Things Love Is 

O love is such a funny thing. 

It makes you laugh and shout and 
sing. 

The hour it comes your cares and 
troubles, 

Are gone like bubbles. 


O love is such a common thing. 

The beggar man, the proudest 
king, 

Fall into love’s sweet magic sway 

And beg to stay. 


O love is such a magic thing. 

Your very heart and soul take 
wing, 

You rise and soar on clouds of 
bliss 

At every kiss. 


And love’s a fragile, sacred thing. 
So let it to your bosom cling. 
Heaven’s below and not above. 


When you’re in love. 
Roberta Wrain 


Omnipresence 
After days of rain and wetness 
God sent out His sun today 
Drying puddles, lifting spirits 
Chasing evil thoughts away. 


Now it shines in all its glory 

In a cloudless, azure sky 

All nature bows to God’s wisdom 
Greater than earth—or you—or I. 


I can breathe the clean, sweet 
freshness 

Of the rain-filled earth anew 

I can see God in His Greatness 

In this dazzling sky of blue. 


It’ 
Be 
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I can see the children skipping 
Happy to resume their play: 
I can see God in their faces 
Eager, carefree, sweet and gay. 


All the structures man has made 
here: 

All man’s wisdom yet in store 

Cannot equal God in Heaven 

Omnipresent—Evermore. 

—By Rosemarye B. Washington 


Think of Me 

I would much rather have you 
think of me 

Just once within the confines 
of a day 

Than have kings bring me pearls 
from out the sea 

And poets praise my name in 
roundelay. 

And I would rather be one 
thought to you 

Than have the reins of empires 
in my hand, 

Or gain the riches fortune 
grants to few 

Or be the fairest beauty in the 
land. 


But there behind the polished 
desk you sit 

And turn the papers, reaching 
for the phone 

And think of business and what 
goes with it 

And worry, taking on the world 
alone. 

Oh, put aside the tasks that leave 
you vexed 

And think of me—oh please, 
think of me next. 


Lovers 
It’s getting bouquets of violets 
And feeling mighty good 
It’s thrilling because he loves you 
And wondering why he should. 


It’s stopping sort of sudden 
Because you’re full of thought 
With a warm, restless feeling 
That makes life seem too short. 

















WHEN YOU PUT YOURSELF 


INTO THIS PICTURE 


YOU PUT YOURSELF INTO 
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A BETTER WAY OF LIFE! 


Now is the time to get your start with LUCKY HEART toward a better, 
richer way-of-life...co put yourself into this big-money-making picture! 
You'll fit right in just by following the famous Lucky Heart Plan. 

As a LUCKY HEART REPRESENTATIVE you'll be welcomed and 
respected in your community...make many new friends...enjoy the glamour 
and excitement of the cosmetic business...have a lot of fun...and best of all, 
you can make BIG MONEY...$50 to $250 easily, in full or spare time, with- 


out any experience! 


All you do is show, demonstrate and sell ex- 
clusive quality, nationally advertised Lucky 
Heart Cosmetics to friends, neighbors and 
relatives. You'll find Lucky Heart perfumes, 
beauty aids, and hair care products are needed, 
known and wanted in most every home... 
and they’re so beautifully packaged they sell 
on sight. Your customers will be so pleased 
with their Lucky Heart Cosmetics they'll often 
call you and order them again and again, and 
every order means Big Money for you... money 
of your own to buy the things you want most. 


In addition, at no cost to you, you'll 
get wonderful, useful premiums—FREE gifts 
—such as radios, blankets, curtains, lamps, 
silverware and many other fine, expensive 
gifts from our premium lists or as special 
offers sent you from time to time. 





Lucky Heart Representatives live better! 
Every day letters come in from representa- 
tives all over the country telling about the 
new homes, cars, furniture and appliances 
they’ve been able to afford thanks to Lucky 
Heart easy earnings! Savings and checking 
accounts, education at fine schools and col- 
leges for their children, wonderful trips and 
vacations, support for the Church! These 
folks have learned how easy it is to have a 
better way of life...with LUCKY HEART 
COSMETICS! 


Make up your mind right now to put 
yourself into the Lucky Heart Picture. Just fill 
out the coupon below and send it in right 
away. You'll be taking the big step toward 
putting yourself into the Big Money pic- 
ture that puts you into the better way of life! 
LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2L, Memphis 2, Tenn. 














Pees 
' 
FREE i LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2L 
Display Case {| - 400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 
4 Yes! I want to make big money and put myself into 
Offer! i a Better Way of Life. Rush me full details and FREE 
: Display Case Offer! 
' NAME 
Handsome case is filled with : 
a fine selection of full-size, & ADDRESS. 
beautifully packaged Lucky . 
Heart Cosmetics! ; cr STATE 
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“A CALL GIRL” 


I have just completed the July issue of TAN 
and I must say that it was tops again, as I 
have always found it to be. Nevertheless, | 
have my first complaint to make in my two 
years of reading your magazine. The story, 
“My Wife Was A Call Girl” was somewhat a 
disappointment. I don’t think the fellow who 
wrote that story gave the young men who are 
now in the service any consideration. He used 
one example and made it sound as if all service- 
men were just alike. All of us don’t discuss 
personal things that happen to us as he said a 
gang of G.I.’s usually do when they get to- 
gether for a bull session. 

He asked his readers to put themselves in 
his place and just what would they do in such 
a case. That question can be referred directly 
back to him by a serviceman who has left some 
nice girl back home and promised to be true 
to her. What sort of thoughts do you think 
began to creep into her mind when she reads 
about how men in the service have these bull 
sessions? Things of this sort could cause some 
guy in the service a great deal of heartache— 
if his girl feels that he too discusses such 
personal things. 

The writer of that story is an ex-G.I. and he 
should have thought about the hundreds of fel- 
lows who are now in the service before he 
wrote such a story. If his wife has turned out 
to be what he says she is, why not keep it be- 
tween the Good Lord and himself. 

LF.S 


Biggs A-F.B., Texas 


Let me give you a word of encouragement 
on your magazine. My buddies and I read the 
TAN magazine every month. They have asked 
me to write you about the article “My Wife 
Was A Call Girl.” 

We have all read and discussed it, and we've 
come to the conclusion that if a man did marry 
a girl such as the one in the story, and she 
stayed by his side and helped him when he 
was down, then all of a sudden he found out 
that she wasn’t living the kind of life the 
Bible calls for—he was right by not telling her 
he had found it out. 

I say that because—just think!—if he did 
tell her, the most enjoyable times of his life 
would be ruined. Why should he ruin his life 
and hers? As the saying goes, “Leave well 
enough alone.” 

It is a shame that everyone isn’t like that 
young man. If Christ, who is above all, for- 
gives—why can’t we? We all make mistakes. 

A/2c E.W.A.., 
New York, N. Y. 


FRIGID WOMEN 


TAN’s special features this month (August) 
were quite interesting. I especially enjoyed 
12 


Dr. Walter Adam’s feature on “Why Some 
Women Are Frigid.” These articles are quite 
educational and helpful and I hope that you 
will continue publishing such fine articles as 


these. 
Mrs. Mary Jones 
St. Louis, Mo. 


Congratulations to TAN for the fine issue 
published for August. Your true life stories 
were excellent and the Home Service Depart- 
ment did a fine job on fashions, recipes and 
beauty care. 

I also enjoyed “Why Some Women Are 
Frigid” and feel that more articles of this type 
should be published in TAN. 

Sandra K. Smith 


New Orleans, La. 


LIKES PEN PALS 


I’ve enjoyed reading TAN over a period of 
years. I think it’s great and that the Pen Pal 
column is a wonderful addition. 

I’m in prison now, and have been for more 
than six years on a charge of manslaughter in 
connection with an auto accident. 

I’m 25 years old now, but was less than 19 
when I came to prison. Since coming here, 
I’ve lost contact with ali my relatives and have 
no home to go to when I’m free, which will be 
in a short while. 

My ambition is to get out and start all over 
again and live a clean life. I wish very much 
to hear from someone who is willing to give 
me a home—either women or men of the col- 
ored race, anywhere in the U.S.A. 

Tom Davis 
Route 2, Box 38 
Atmore, Ala. 


I think your Pen Pal column is one of the 
greatest ways to strengthen the bonds of 
friendship of all people regardless of race or 
creed. Keep up the good work. 

Roger Ramsey 
New York 30, N. Y. 


Reading TAN magazine for over a period of 
time, I have enjoyed it most of all magazines. 
I personally think that TAN is wonderful— 
great. I enjoy all the stories and think the Pen 


Pal column is terrific. 
A/3c Kenneth Meeks 
New York, N. Y. 


TEEN-AGE HELLCAT 


I enjoyed reading “Teen-Age Hellcat” in the 
August issue of TAN. I hope Christine has 
turned to God. I know if she has, she won’t 
have any more trouble. I’m now reading the 
wonderful story of “Stardom Broke My Heart.” 
So far, I’m really enjoying it. 

Shirley F. Baldwin 
Richmond. Calif. 


SHOCKING SIN 


I have just finished reading “My Shocking 
Sin” which appeared in the June issue of 
TAN. I am a constant reader of TAN and 
think your magazines are the best out. 

A. Jackson 
Cleveland, Ohio 


“TERRIFIC TAN” 


I have just finished reading TAN and 
thought it terrific! All the stories were inter- 
esting, in fact exciting. “Forbidden Fruit” 
was great. It seems that each issue is better 
than the previous one, which makes me 
anxiously waiting a new issue each month. 
Best wishes for continued success! 

Mary J. Smith 
Chicago, Ill. 


I’m one of the many white readers of TAN. 
Never have I enjoyed a magazine more. It’s 
the best in the confession line bv far. 

Harold Price 
Somerset, Ky. 


For quite a long time now, I’ve wanted to 
drop you a line to let you know how much | en- 
joy reading your magazine. After I finish, I pass 
it on to my friends who haven’t had the oppor- 
tunity of getting one. We all really look for- 
ward to reading a copy each month. Right 
now, I’m reading the July issue—it’s great! 

Norris Neale 
Trinidad, B. W. 1. 


Being a constant reader of TAN magazine 
and finding it highly appreciative by so many, 
I’ve finally decided to join the other admirers 
in complimenting you on your fine work. 

Congratulations and best wishes! 

Eloise Lien 


New York, N. Y. 


I think TAN is a marvelous magazine and 
it is essential that you should know that it is. 
I have just finished reading the following 
stories: “Forbidden Fruit,” “I Was A Sucker 
For Mink,” and “Teen-Age Hellcat.” I think 
they are fine stories. I enjoyed them very much 
and I hope you'll keep up the good work. 

Miss Bessie Harvey, 
Pelohotchie, Miss. 


I read the TAN Magazine just about every 
month. Also the Jet, and your other mag- 
azines. I enjoy these magazines very much. 

But the reason that I’m writing to your com- 
pany, is to find out, if it is not a secret, where 
you get the pictures of these girls that you put 
on the covers of these magazines, especially 
TAN? 

The girls that you put on TAN are just 
beautiful. Last night I was in the drug store, 
and | saw the August issue of TAN. That girl 
that you have on there is so pretty; her skin 
is a beautiful complexion. And, so, I said that 
I would type a letter and compliment you on 
these beautiful girls. 

And I would like to know if you have these 
girls modeling for TAN or if these girls have 
been in beauty contests throughout the United 
States. Or if they just send in their pictures to 
your company. 

Cookie Cakrouth 
Harrisburg, Penna. 
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By Gerri Major 


E ARE in the high season of enter- 

taining, and a number of recent 
letters have contained this question: 
When a party of friends are out together 
for dinner and dancing, how should pay- 
ment of the bill be handled? Several 
men complained they had been stranded 
with bar or restaurant bills of sizable 
proportions. A vacationist in New York 
City told his story in a humorous way, 
but the lack of good manners it revealed 
was appalling. 

The patty of four men and four wom- 
en guests attended a Broadway supper 
club, ate, drank and danced through the 
evening. When the waiter brought the 
$92 check, one man suddenly became 
concerned about his parked car and 
dashed out to see about it; another gal- 
lantly rushed to the cloak room to get the 
ladies’ wraps; a third felt an immediate 
urge to go to the men’s room. The fourth 
was left to face a now suspicious waiter 
and headwaiter. A stranger in the club 
and a gentleman, the man was too em- 
barrassed to run after his companions 
for financial assistance, was just able to 
pay the check. 

The behavior of his friends was inex- 
cusable. Before the party started, there 
should have been an understanding be- 
tween the men as to how much each was 
prepared to spend, and how bills would 
be disposed of. 

The least conspicuous way to solve the 
payment problem is to appoint one man 
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+ Yes, you can beautify 
your complexion the 
same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 
@ For face powder that 


dings like mist, 
P 


lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the nome 
Black and White 











Was [halted 


when I was elected 
Miss Model Steno 


Says business Git! 


**Was I flattered when I was elected 
Miss Model Steno... The camera 
close-up for publicity shots came 
out perfect! A professional model 
told me about Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as a make-up 
base to keep complexion looking 
fresh and camera perfect at all 
times.” La Verne Johnson 

H Pa. 
Remove moke-up with Black and White 


Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
Black and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 











A Soothing Dressing - 

BURNS ¢ CHAFE e 
BRUISES ¢ 

Skin Irritations... 


Helps 
Meal 


MINOR 








FREE booklet of valuable informa- 
tion, “Tips for Expectant Mothers”, 
is offered with this soothing, re- 
freshing skin conditioner that 
softens tight, dry skin, eases muscu- 
lar tingling and burning in 
back and legs. Enjoy the 
Comfort and Relief of This 
Skin Lubricant. 

$1.25 AT ALL DRUG STORES 


Motner's Frienp 




















“treasurer” for the night. 





Are All Cold 
Remedies Alike? 


No! For example, 666 is the wide- 
activity medicine, which combines 4 
of the most effective, widely-pre- 
scribed drugs known, to relieve all 
cold miseries sooner. 666 is more 
potent and gives positive, dramatic, 
rapid relief from miseries of all kinds 
of colds. That’s why 666 is unsu’ - 
passed in effectiveness. Try it. 


No other cold remedy 
can match 666 liquid 
or 666 Cold Tablets. 








-——— Try this new amazing ——— 








scientific home method te 
Add Shapely Curves to 


SKINNY LEGS! 


py pny 8k nag —at ankles, calves, 


“Ate Yours? thighs, knees, hips! 
Stop being ao agg 





more 
feet with less —— walk and 
stand with more 
Written About in Health 
Culture Mogemine a 
on 


Health Culture asked this well known 
series of articles on the fundamentals 
legs to write a ser aL 


of this method. This ine 
should learn about ‘this wonderful Seantens. 


Send No Money! Free 10 Day Trial! 
You would be glad to pay any ‘ice to in amapety 


iegs, but Shapel Legs 

the low ingroauetary price of only 31.08 compiote. 
Just deposit $1.9: us ponnee . 

delivery (in — wrapper). send only $1.98 
with order and we pay postage. You must see satis- 
magnon a ne or return course and your money will 


Medere Methods Dept. Si-TC11w 
296 Broadway New York City 7 
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We are interested in having male or female 
Pen Pals between the ages of 14 and 17. We 
both enjoy sports, dancing, movies, etc. We 
will answer all mail. 

Pat Yorley 
1120 Willow Street 


Norristown. Pa. 


Mary Young 
347 East Airy St. 
Norristown, Pa. 


Would be very interested in corresponding 
with Pen Pals from Jamaica and Africa be- 
tween the ages of 26-34. I’m 27 and considered 


attractive. 
Viola L. King 
474 Genesee St. 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


Very much interested in corresponding with 
nice young ladies between the ages of 20-26. 
I'm single, 5’10” tall, weigh 164 lbs., 30 years 
old. Have light brown complexion. I love to 
read, swim, fish and dance. Will answer all 


letters faithfully. 
LeRoy Wallas 
207 Lockhart Ave. 
Augusta, Ga. 


I am most interested in becoming a member 
of your Pen Pal Club. I’m 5’3”, weigh 130 
lbs., have tan complexion, brown eyes, 17 years 
old. Will answer all mail. 

Shirley Fay Baldwin 
423 Barrett Street 
Richmond, Calif. 


| am 25, 56%" and of dark brown complex- 

ion. | am interested in forming a bicycle club 

for the summer months made up of any young 
people between the ages of 18 and 25. 

would also like very much to have Pen Pals 

from any place where your magazine is circu- 

lated. I will answer any letters received. 

Roger Ramsey 

141 West 142nd St. 

New York 30, N. Y. 


| would be very pleased to have Pen Pals in 
Mexico and Bermuda between the ages of 17 
and 22. | will answer all letters and exchange 


photos. 
Carmelita Hammock 
2409 A Dyson St. 
Muskegon Hts., Mich. 


| am interested in acquiring American Pen 
Pals, both white and Negro who would be in- 
terested in exchanging views with me. | am 
32 years of age and am a dealer of produce. 
My ambition is to be a farmer—modern 


farmer. of course. 
G. O. Chuku 
P. O. Box 27 
Gusau N. Nigeria 


| wonder if there are any young girls be- 
tween the ages of 20-35 who would like to 
correspond with a lonely boy 23 years old, 
6'3%4" tall who is a Jamaican soldier in Her 
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PEN 





PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Majesty’s Army? I would certainly appreciate 


hearing from some. 
L/C Vincent McKoy 
C Company 
Jamaica Regiment 
Palisadoes Camp 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.1. 


Lonely young man wants to correspond with 
nice girl between the ages of 18 and 23. Will 
answer all letters and exchange pictures. Hob- 
bies are reading, movies and sports. 

John E. Bailey 
2259 E. 74th Street 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I’m 21, weigh 160 lbs., have brown skin and 
am six feet tall. Considered nice looking. 
Would like to hear from girls between the 
ages of 2] and 30. Will send photo if re- 
quested. 

Andrew L. Gates 
317 Sumner St. 
Waterloo 7, lowa 


I’m interested in corresponding with some 
nice, intelligent fellow between the ages of 
26 and 30, about 6 ft. tall. I’m 26, 5’8” tall 
and weigh 160 lbs. Have light brown com- 
plexion. 

Ann Patterson 
6037 State Street 
Chicago, I]linois 


I’m a white man, age 31. I like to swim and 
play football and golf. Would like to corre- 
spond with nice Negro girl, who would some 
day consider living in California. Send photo 
if you wish. 

Vincent Davis 
2118 South Hobard Blvd. 
Los Angeles 18. Calif. 


After months of reading your magazine. | 
can safely say that it makes most interesting 
and enjoyable literature. 

I’m particularly interested in acquiring an 
American Pen Pal of either sex. I’m 18 years 
old, six feet tall, and weigh 160 Ibs. My hob- 
bies are basketball. table-tennis. movies and 
art. 
I am a junior officer (apprenticed), on 
board a Merchant Navy ship. As we operate 
within the West Indies, I would receive all 
mail at my home address. Again, expressing 
highest praise in favor of your excellent mag- 


azine, | am 
William Lewis 
18 St. Francois Valley Rd. 
Belmont, Port-of-Spain 
Trinidad, B.W.1. 


I’m a young man wanting to correspond with 
people from different parts of the country. The 
race would make little difference. | don’t 
drink and have little time to go out except to 
church. I’m of the Catholic faith and would 
like for my Pen Pal to be of the same faith. 

Charles Irvine 
225 East Irvine St. 
Richmond. Ky. 


I wish to correspond with boys from 18 to 
23 in the service. I’m 18 years of age, 5’3%”. 
brown hair and eyes. 

Diane Bryant 
1935 Dodge Avenue 
Evanston. Il. 


I desire to correspond with boys from 19 to 
23 in the service. I’m 19 years old. 

Jean Doyl 

1938 Jackson Ave. 

Evanston, III. 


Would like to receive mail from Pen Pals. 
I'm 5’4” tall and weigh 128 pounds. 

Maude Bush 

1929%% Philip St. 

New Orleans, La. 


I would like to correspond with some young 
girls and boys between the ages of 22 and 26. 
I’m 25 and very lonely. I like writing and 
promise to answer all letters that | receive. 

Magnolia Blackwel! 
4446 Humboldt Avenue 
Detroit. Mich. 


Three cheers for T/Sgt. William E. Yearny 
and his letter on the story, “I Married A Jap- 
anese.” My sentiments exactly. 

Wishing you every success for TAN. the 
favorite of millions. 

Estelle Stewart 
Philadelphia. Pa. 


I’m a neat unmarried hard working woman. 
36 years old. I like church, movies and read- 
ing. Would like to correspond with a nic« 
man between the ages of 37-45 who has the 
same interests in life as I have and who 
doesn’t drink. 

Lucy M. Jone- 
55 Rochelle Place 
New Rochelle, N.Y. 


I’m interested in hearing from a quiet. no- 
gambling type of man who is a Christian and 
between the ages of 39 and 45. 

I like church work and don’t drink or 
smoke. My children are in high school except 
two. I’ve been a grass widow for five year- 
and get lonely sometimes and would enjoy 
hearing from some nice people. 

Mrs. Beulah Mae Henderson 
R. No. 1, Box 4D 
Minden, La. 


I am interested in Pen Pals in Cuba. Puerto 
Rico, Hawaii, Mexico and South America. 
Male and female. 

Carrie Haye: 
John E. Runnells Hospita! 
Scotch Plains, New Jerse 


I’m a Negro, 25 years old, 5’3”, black hair. 
brown eyes and weigh 120 Ibs. | am desirou- 
of having Pen Pals in America. My hobbie- 
are sea bathing, movies and all out door sports. 

Norris Neale 

50 St. Joseph St. 
San Fernando 
Trinidad, B.W.1. 
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When You 
Have a Baby... 


VERY MONTH is inventory time 

when you have a baby! And every 
day brings fresh surprises. One day 
you'll run an exploratory finger around 
Junior’s mouth and sure enough, there 
they are, a choice “two in the front row 
center.” 

Junior and his first epoch-making 
teeth will be no trifling subject in 1955, 
for the nation can count more toddlers 
than ever before in history, thanks to 
the baby boom of the last five years. 
When the stork sets out to break his best 
record, folks have to be ready, and sure 
enough, the baby foods firm that caters 
only to babies has been anticipating this 
growing crop of Juniors. 

Infants get off to a good start with 
Gerber’s flavor foursome of pre-cooked 
cereals, however months flit quickly by 
and next thing you know, the pan- 
try shelf is being stocked with an amaz- 
ing variety of junior (chopped) foods. 
Like the many strained foods. these are 
especially developed to build that lively 
young sprout. 

Time was that baby shifted high chair 
gears from strained foods direct into 
high living at the family table. Seemed 
logical to his doting relatives after the 
new teeth appeared. Often the arrival 
of a new baby gets the toddler tyke in 
trouble, for he’s out of the limelight and 
into everything at the family table. 

It’s so easy to give that teething tod- 
dler the smug feeling of sharing family 
meals. Place his high chair at the table 
and plan his personal dish of chopped 
foods for color and variety. For in- 
stance. when the main vegetable is 
strong-flavored, Junior can favorably 
compare his own chopped carrots and 
green beans that may wear a garland 
of rice, hard-cooked egg yolk. 

Be it ever so simple, the average meal 
usually is too plentiful in fiber, highly 
seasoned or far too rich for sensitive 
Chopped foods are 


scientifically developed and planned to 


young systems. 


bridge the critical gap between smooth 
strained foods and family meals. 

Each handy container supplies easy- 
to-manage bits that encourage use of 
small teeth. 








CHARMING gentleman, who fol- 

lows this column, asks: “Why don’t 
you encourage more fathering? As a 
proud parent of six precious little girls, 
I’ve found that half the fun of having 
a family is to share in the care of the 
little ones. I hate to think that some 
fathers, because of shyness or lack of 
helpful encouragement, are missing the 
hundred-and-one joys of fatherhood.” 
Point is well taken, Mr. O................... 
Knowing how very important daddies 
are, they are often included in this 
column. And we'll make a memo not to 
slight them in the future. 


How about you? 

Are you gently reminding your hus 
band that feeding, bathing, trundling 
and bundling baby are among the most 
satisfying jobs in the world? 





Variety story. 

Gerber Cereal Quads —small-size boxes 
of Rice, Barley, Oatmeal and Cereal 
Food (a mixed cereal) — wrapped to- 
gether in cellophane—offer four good- 
tasting ways to introduce cereal variety 
to your darling. They’re pre-cooked 
and ready to serve. You just add milk, 
formula or other liquids to get the 
creamy - smooth, nice - feeling texture 
babies like. Each one has a pleasant, 
individual flavor that appeals to 
young taste buds. All are enriched with 
blood-building iron, bone-building cal- 
cium and B-vitamins. Rotate all four to 
increase mealtime zeal. 


Dab of this, 
smitch of that — for the very young 
eater. Large portions often discourage 
little appetites. And anyway, it’s fun to 
have baby beckon for seconds. 


Arrival of winter 

doesn’t mean you have to stop that 
snapshot record of your little dream- 
come -true! The experts tell us that 
brief, indoor flash shots will not harth 
baby. Camera cue to remember: don’t 
let too much interior decoration detract 
from the star attraction. A simple back- 
ground is best. 





Delicious duet 


for an expanding infant diet. Yes, 
Gerber Strained Garden Vegetables 
and Gerber Strained Creamed Spinach 
are truly a pair to please your baby’s 
palate. The Garden Vegetables — a 
subtly balanced blend of peas, carrots 
and spinach give your baby a bright, 
inviting new taste treat. The Creamed 
Spinach is prepared with milk to give 
this important vegetable a milder, more 
pleasing flavor. Both are high in iron 
and vitamin A. 


Babies are our business . 
our only business! 


Gabees 


FREMONT. MICHIGAN 


4 CEREALS ¢ OVER 65 STRAINED & JUNIOR FOODS, INCLUDING MEATS 
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Be a feast for all 


with: | IGHEGH TOR: 2 


~ skin 
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Today, start using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as directed and 
watch your dull, dark, drab-looking 
skin take on a new lighter, brighter, 
smoother, softer look. Its bleaching 
action works effectively inside your 
skin. Modern science knows of no 
faster way of lightening skin. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 


James Goodrich 


ease pei. 


Cream 
at all drug 
counters. 


39¢, 65¢ 





A \ WIDE SHOES" 


C-D-E, Sizes 4 to 11 


6.95 “JOSETTE” 


Block, Brown, Navy Suede, 
or Red Calf. 


bree Back Saarsatee 
Write For Free Catalog 





SYO KUSHNER - Dept. T-3 
7133 South St.. Phita. 47. Pa. 
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HIL MOORE, the 

ranger, has the key role in the spe- 
cial recording of some modern works by 
modern jazz musicians which will be 
released on Clef in a series of albums. 
The series was designed by the diskery 
to present on wax the most progressive 
artists of today playing compositions 
and arrangements by a man who is in- 
ternationally recognized as a creative 
Moore acts as an 


composer-ar- 


genius in his field. 
impressario in the plan and commands 
the whole recording operation from 
composing of the music to directing the 
orchestras. 

Commenting on his new task, Moore 
notes: “It is rare indeed that an im- 
portant impressario will, under his own 
auspices, allow anyone else to present 
anything. A rarity of this clan is Mr. 
Norman Granz, who, through the me- 
dium of his recording company, is pre- 
senting me presenting the first of a pro- 


soloist on a 12-inch LP. He executes 
adroitly in the spot, playing on one side 
an original Phil Moore opus called 
“Concerto for Piano and Orchestra” 
and on the flip, six oldies: Oh, Lady Be 
Good, I Can’t Get Started, Blues In The 
Vight, Lover, Blue Skies and Laura. 
Each of the tunes is made to sparkle at 
the fingers of the skillful keyboard styl- 
ist. 

Jackson’s performances are pointed 
up brilliantly by the orchestral arrange- 
ments, an array of progressive scores 
which permit the ensemble full expres- 
sion but never get in the way of the 
soloist. 

In scoring the music, Moore utilized 
an old pattern of his, working out new 
ideas around sounds already familiar to 
his audiences. It evidently is a good 
policy because his treatments of the 
oldies in the series have been better re- 
ceived by the music public than his 





APPETITE? 


TAKE S.$.S. TONIC TODAY! 
Don’t let a lagging appetite get you down. Stim- 
ulate the flow of vital stomach digestive juice 
and ENJOY EATING AGAIN! Enriched $.$.S. 
TONIC goes to work at once to perk up your ep- 
petite and rebuild iron-starved blood. Ask for 
genuine $.$.S. TONIC liquid or easy-to-take tab- 


jected series of new works and/or new 


original concerto. A Variety reviewer, 
for example, labeled the concerto “a bit § f 


musical artists.” 
Initial release in the collection is 
titled “Phil Music for Mod- 


erns” and features Calvin Jackson, an 
lets at your favorite ty | a. — will be oes _ 
satisfied or money back. Fi unusually talented musician, as a piano 


TAKE S.S.S. TONIC 16 


too pretentious.” 

Moore probably does not aim to be 
“show-offish” in his music. According 
to him, he (Continued on Page 31) 


Moore’s 
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Style Ne. 241 — Satin Symphony. Dress and clutch purse 
to rhyme. Elegant dress with snug midriff and sweep 
of skirt. Rayon satin in woodiand violet or jet biack 


Style Ne. 165 — Midriff-Magic in Woven Checked Rayon 
Taffeta, V-necked, velvet-laced and voluminously skirted. 
Navy, black or red checks. 


ber No. 164 


ue 1098 


Wines 3 to 46 


11.98 


Matching Fabric bag and wallet 
Given FREE with any dress on this page! 


Style Ne. 164 — Lovable princess with darting sunbursts 
‘round your midriff that flares out to a waltz skirt. In 
cherry red or peacock taffeta 


Style Ne. 9169 — Buttons give this smart suit a new 
fashion angle. Note by-play of buttons in brief jacket and 
one side of skirt. Rayon suiting in biack, brown, navy 


Style No. 9169 
Sizes: 
9 to 17 
10 to 20 
Sizes: 38 to 44 


10.98 


a 


Style Ne. 602 — Coat Dress with Ascot. Rayon bengaline 
with lustrous satin ascot for contrast. Convertible man- 
darin collar, patent leather beit. Turquoise or 
sandalwood toast with black ascot 


Style Ne. 163 — Dance Drama in Yarn-Dyed Rayon Taf- 
feta. Soft shirring and elegant cording play up your 
feminine curves, high midriff. Slate biue or black. 


msc i\Zee) as 


866 Ave. of the Americas (Print) 
New York 1, W. ¥. Dept.130-115 “““— 


Please rush me the styles indicated : ADDRESS 


(_] Payment Enclosed ciTY 
Add 30c for postage - 


T7 lg - pay 


ZONE STATE 


GUARANTEED REFUND PRIVILEGE 17 











I DEALLY, according to cultural stand- 
ards, and practically for a large 
umber of scrupulous persons, the wed- 
ng night offers the first opportunity 
marital partners to know each other 

an intimate way. 

For a large number of these persons 
ho have been over-protected, shocking 

elations reflecting inadequate sex 

iining, traumas, and general person- 
lity weaknesses will be revealed for the 

st time—the wedding night when the 
ther marital partner is responding at a 

riod of highest expectancy with ro- 
antic impulses and feelings highly 
nged with positive wishful thinking. 

Often it may be difficult because of 
he shock of such revelations under these 

nditions for a compromise and a rec- 
wciliation for a practical and healthful 

arried life. 

Bill Jones had petted with his wife 
uring courtship with avid kissing for a 
veriod of 10 years, thus causing over sex 
timulation. His fiancee remained con- 

gent while he periodically visited a 


ady of the evening.” When they mar- - 


By Dr. Walter A. Adams 


ried, Mrs. Jones quite innocently took 
the vows and when her husband pressed 
her for coitus on the wedding night, she 
refused, still feeling that kissing was all 
that was necessary. In the divorce court, 
the trial judge was in a dilemma, but 
gave Mr. Jones a divorce on the basis of 
a ruling that Mrs. Jones was selfish. The 
fact that she was “emotionally sick” had 
little weight in the disposition of the 
judge. 

Mr. C. married and in the morning 
after the wedding night asked his wife 
to cook breakfast and was quite dis- 
appointed and shocked that she did not 
consider this an important duty. 

Many men are unaware that their vir- 
gin wives are afraid of intimacy or may 
be unaware that the first act is uncom- 
fortable, if not painful. If the man has 
had considerable experience, he may 
judge all women alike. Actually many 
women go through a period in which 
they need to be “awakened,” and in 
many women “awakening” has been de- 
layed. 

The wedding night may be a test of a 


NIGHT CAN BE DANGEROUS 





woman’s training concerning her role in 
life as a woman, and she may not be 
aware that the sex roles are different. 
One of our greatest difficulties in life is 
to determine what is normal in sex rela- 
tions, there being a wide range in sex 
activity and practice within normal 
limits. For instance, the frequency of 
coitus, the techniques in petting, etc. 
Each and every person should be aware 
of this wide range even between mem- 
bers of the same sex as well as differences 
between persons of the opposite sex. 
During the first several months of 
marriage, many young couples do not 
achieve satisfactory sexual adjustment. 
The husband is most often disappointed, 
but in the newness of his love a “gentle- 
man” is often protective and reserved 
and does not complain. Later he is less 
so and as he relaxes and is more secure 
because of increased hours of compan- 
ionship, the husband may demand more 
freedom and less formality in the sexual 
relationship. He may become much less 
restrained than he was in the beginning. 
The wife may not be aware of this and 
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resent his increased aggressiveness and 
may become moralistic, guilty, or 
ashamed. In defense, she may feel her 
husband is abnormal. The wife, accord- 
ing to human nature, may be afraid and 
alarmed of something new. 

Ethically, a man should not insist on 
behavior his wife considers distasteful or 
even wrong or immoral. Insistence and 
force and excessive coercion will destroy 
love. An adaptable wife, however, should 
be willing to learn and to give some con- 
sideration to ideas which are different 
from those of her teachings. 

It is quite erroneous to be too rigid 
and absolute about what is wrong and 
what is right, but one’s feelings about 
these matters are very important. What 
seems right and natural and desirable is 
important. Whenever there is too much 
dilemma over these matters, a physician, 
psychiatrist, or someone qualified in the 
field of psychosexual relations should be 
consulted. 

Too much emphasis is laid upon 
“acts,” whereas the real causes of con- 
flict lie in the variety and quality of mo- 
tives-and differences in basic understand- 
ing and knowledge. No gentleman would 
knowingly indulge himself at the cost of 
his wife’s devotion and respect. 

There are many problems which may 
cause psychic injury, misunderstand- 
ings, and may destroy marital relation- 
ships in the very beginning. Sex is only 
one of them. Among others is the prob- 
lem of management of money and prop- 
erty. 

One wife demanded in the beginning 
that all property and bank accounts be 
placed in her name. 

Marital partners may differ in reli- 
gious beliefs and practices and this may 
seriously affect their plans in child rear- 
ing. 

In other situations the “In-Law” prob- 
lem arises. One or the other mate may 


insist on living and sharing with their | 


family and may be actually dominated 
by their parents to the extent of disloyal- 
ty to the marital partner. 

Unhealthy business propositions and 
financial arrangements may be proposed 
on the wedding night or on the honey- 
moon. One partner may be too rigid 
and stereotyped in matters of personal 
habits such as smoking or drinking. 
Revelation of such feelings may cause 
the other partner to regard the mate as 


immoral, dom- (Continued on Page 62) | 





NEW DISCOVERY LONG-AID 


WORKS THREE MIRACLES 
ON YOUR HAIR 


Leng-Aid’s 3 Wender-Working 
ingredients Proving Sensational 
On Women With Shert, Thin, 
Breaking Hair! 








Long-Aid guarantees you longer, softer, shinier 
hair for those new, longer, ultra-feminine hair- 
dos. Easy to swirl, curl, and brush up or under! 
Amazing Long-Aid contains extra-rich lanolin, 
Relieves your dry, thirsty scalp with nature's 
own oil. Helps growing hair look longer, softer. 
Free from short, breaking ends, ugly dandruff, 
itching scalp! 


Long-Aid also contains new, wonder-acting 
K-7. Acts as a freshening agent that checks 
embarrassing scalp odors. Kills certain scalp 
bacteria, helps relieve itching irritations. Helps 
keep hair fresh, clean-smelling — free from 
scalp dandruff — from one shampooing to the 
next. 


NOW...sror HAIR FROM ‘GOING BACK’’... 








And, last, Long-Aid contains that miraculous 
newly-discovered ingredient — actually coats 
every hair with a greaseless, moisture-resist- 
ant shield! This new ingredient absolutely 
keeps your hair conditioned days longer. Keeps 
edges straighter. New Hair straighter. Helps 
keep hair from “going back!” Don’ t delay! 
Every day your hair gets more starved for 
Long-Aid care. Order Long-Aid at once by 
mail as thousands do. Use 3 days. It must do 
all we promise, or your money back—and you 
keep Long-Aid as free gift! Long-Aid with K-7 
in lush pink jar, only $1.10; or you may order 
our DeLuxe Kit of 7 Long-Aid preparations at 
Special Price listed below. 


DELUXE eee MIRACLE KIT—Only $4.95 tax incl. 
$6.12 Value) 
Contains: Leng-Ald Sulphur (Reg. $1.00), Long-Ald White 
= Gompound (Reg. 66c), Long-Aid Centro! Stick 
(Reg. $1.10), Long-Ald Hot Ol! Treatment (Reg. 66c), Long- 
Ald Dandruff Remover Shampoo ‘Reg. 50c), Long-Aid Hair 
Gream-Liquid (Reg. $1.10), Long-Aid with K-17 (Reg. $1.10). 


asm MAIL NO-RISK COUPON NOW! eaay 


LONG-AID CO., DEPT. T-76 

&- ©; Sex 2026, 2, Tenn. 

a ry = I ‘enclose $1.10 cash, check or money order. 
( » Seal . - will pay postman 61.10, plus postage and COD 
. 2 Sete Sn. | enciase 6.08 eumh, chock or many 
a FF30 deposit. amd witli pay postman 
postage and charges. 
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iq Onde: GUYS have all the luck. Big, 
\ dumb and stupid though they may 
be, you’d think they had a priority on 
rabbits’ feet. Everything they touch 
turns to long green, and if they met up 
with a skunk, they’d come away smell- 
ing like a spray deodorant. 

No kidding. Some guys just get the 
breaks. 

But take me for instance. Boy, some- 
body’s been sticking pins in my doll for 
so long I’m jumpy as an alley cat with 
D. T.’s. 

Oh, | wasn’t caught standing behind 
the door when the brains were passed 
out, and having curly hair and a baby 
face hasn’t exactly hurt me any. But 
when the chips were down—the big blue 
chips for the grand prize—you could 
just count ole Randy Carr out. I wasn’t 
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June went home with me that night . . . we played jazz records 
and drank Scotch and ate fried shrimp and got romantic. 





nowhere. Just like the bear! 

Take some of those times up at college 
when the gambling stakes were high and 
my money was low. Man, I’d come up 
with three cool aces, bet my pile and a 
cafeteria meal book, and run smack into 
a full house sure as hell. Believe me, 
I’ve done it too many times. Why I’ve 
had a $100 blackjack pot riding high 
with a king up and a deuce in the hole 
and bust out like I’d been trying to hit 
twenty. I must have lost seven or eight 
hundred dollars my freshman year. 
Course, after that I began to win a 
little, but you could always bet I’d lose 
that big pot when I needed it most. 

But my old man was fat, so I guess 
the money didn’t really matter. There 
was always some more where the last 
came from. 





... That is, you know, I wasn’t bad-looking 
myself. I thought I knew all the answers. I 
thought every girl was just dying to be mine. 


I sure had a lot to learn! 


There were times though when the old 
man couldn’t help much. Like when I 
was sweating out that biology course 
under old Prof. Gordon. He was a king- 
sized drag. Gordon would make an 


assignment from here to yonder and ex- 


pect you to come up with the stuff over- 


night. And don’t miss a lab experiment!, 


You'd have to take Gordon out to Yucca 
Flats to let him explode out of hurting 
range. 

But I almost got his number on the 
final exams my junior year when | 
swiped a mimeographed copy of the test 
questions a couple of days before. And 
if I had just played it smart and kept it 
to myself, I'd have been home free. But 
not me, boy, I had to get the brilliant 
idea to peddle the question around at 
five bucks a peek, and the guys were 
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copying the question like mad. 

Well, you just can’t keep a thing like 
that quiet. not with my luck. So by the 
next morning it was all over the campus 
that somebody was passing around a 
copy of the biology exam, and Gordon 
managed to come up with a new set of 
questions at the last minute. | couldn't 
have flunked faster if | hadn’t shown up 
to take it at all. 

] was lucky at that, though. It could 
have been a lot worse. If they had found 
out who stole the exam in the first place. 
] mean. 

On the other hand, they might as well 
have found out. | didn’t last much long- 
er around the school anyhow. 

Now the way | got kicked out is a 
classic example of why you could just 
nickname me “Misfortune McGee.” | 
had engineered a deal as foolproof as the 
U. S. mint and it was coming off slick as 
hair grease when—well, let me tell you 
about it. 

There were these chicks, see, over in 
the sophomore girls’ dormitory. Well, 
now holding hands in the library and 
rubbing knees in the cafeteria is all right 
for juveniles, but some of us men on the 
campus knew an awful lot about the 
birds and bees—and about girls, too. So 
when we heard about this trip coming 
up for some sophomore girls to go up to 
a VA hospital one night to entertain re- 
cuperating war veterans. | put on my 
thinking cap. 

The first thing to do was to line us up 
some chicks with a yen to sin and make 
sure they weren’t going on the trip. That 
part was easy. If there is anybody who 
can dig up the right kind of girl for the 
right kind of party. it’s me. 

Next, I got a line on the night watch- 
man by timing him a couple of nights. 
finding out precisely what times he 
passed by the building and generally 
what his patrolling habits were. You 
know, some of them duck off for a smoke 
or a cup of coffee or the men’s room 
around a certain time each night. 

But the best part of all was where the 
dormitory was located. It was one of 
the few old buildings left, and stood just 
at the campus’ edge about 25 yards from 
a clump of trees. That meant we could 
race out from the woods to the dormi- 
tory quick and easy. 

The final touch was to pick out a girl 
on the first floor-rear facing the trees 
who would get her window up at the 
right time. (Continued on Page 63) 
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If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 
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FRUM PARA AVENUE 


TU HARLEM 


Charles Banks and heiress wife Helen Sonnen- 
born pose happily after making move from swank 
Park Avenue to Harlem. An actor and producer, 
Banks now operates their $250,000 liquor store. 
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From Park Avenue to Harlem is only a short distance in a cab. But it took heiress Helen 
Sonnenborn years to make the trip . . Now that she has made it she has no regrets. 


By MRS. 


ss PARK AVENUE to almost any 

street in Harlem is just a short trip 
by, taxi, but it took me years to cover 
that same distance. I am not the first 
person to have moved Uptown and I’m 
sure I won’t be the last to make a similar 


Mrs. Banks writes their names on mailbox 
tag just after they've moved into new home. 
Banks points out the right box. 
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Tired movers pause to catch their breath in y Hoe of apartment 
building. In referring to marriage, Mrs. Banks says: 
what I’ve always wanted out of life.” 


HELEN BANKS, As told to BOB LUCAS 


change of address—not as long as love 
continues to ignore boundaries of any 
kind. So I do not consider my story any 
different than that of other women who 
meet, fall in love with, and marry the 
man of their choice. But it happens that 


tn 

ae * ss 
my 
od a 


xX 


a so-called interracial marriage is still 
the object of considerable curiosity and 
—unfortunately—sometimes misunder- 
standing. The only reason I can see for 
making public something as personal 
and intimate (Continued on Page 60 ) 


BOILER RETUBIN 
TANKLESS (Othe 


Arms loaded with bags and clothes, the Bankses complete moving job. Mrs. Banks says 
that when she moved to Harlem, she stopped considering herself “interracial.” 





opie 


“I have found 


Bankses ia oa bed yet, but they’ re lone and they’re 
happy that the moving’s done. Tie loose, in shirt sleeves, Banks 
plants kiss on wife’s cheek as tedious job ends. 
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sition. 


hand into slapping po 


raising my 


. for you!” 


“He left me . 





Helen had every right to be happy—but she was unhappy because she 


was sure her husband was “running around.”’ She trapped herself by 


thinking he was getting his happiness somewhere else .. . 





DON'T THINK anyone can make a bigger fool out of herself than a jeal- 


ous woman. And when I say that. Im talking from my own experience. 





I lost my hushand ... . he walked out on me... because I was an insanely 
jealous wife. I’m lucky to he able to sit here and write this story because | 
j : ‘ ° 
all but lost my life as a result of an_attack of jealousy. 


I had every right to be happy—hut I was unhappy because | just knew my 
husband was running around with other women. | had a good home. a fine, 
handsome husband. I wasn't old. ugly. nor unshapely. On the contrary, I had 
everything to offer a man to make him happy and content. 

But I trapped myself into thinking that my man was getting his happiness 

a and contentment somewhere else. 

I was a campus wife. My husband was a college professor. | thought he was 
in love with a pretty coed. 

That's my story. I know the ending—and after you've learned how I paid 
the price for jealousy. I hope you'll be better able to fight off the bug of jealousy 
before it can bite you. For. you can take it from me. the bite is deep and 
painful and it leaves a scar you cant rub off or hide with make-up. 

I'm not so sure. not even now. that I know the true beginning of my story. 
Trying to piece it together ever since | pulled the biggest boner a woman ever 
pulled. I finally came to the conclusion that my story began before I was born 
and that my mother was the one most responsible for my being jealous. 

I never was very close to Mother. although I was her only child. [ never 
really knew her as most children. especially girls. know and love their mothers. 


Mother never came right out and said it. but | (Continued on Page 66 | 
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ROM TIME TO TIME, the editors 


TAN have received requests for pi 


tures of stars in show business, sport Our 
and other glamour fields. We would lik andr 
nothing better than to be able to fill eac 
request—but that is impossible. — 
: In this issue, however, we are tryi! gest | 
opu 


to do the next best thing by presenti 


the TAN “Album of Stars.” We fe movi 


that this is a fine set of pictures, and th ordi 
you will like them for your scrapboo! ~ su 
Let us know whether we are right ie h 
wrong. e's m 

|. lov 


Harry Belafonte 
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Our stars of the month are: Dorothy 


andridge, actress-singer, famed for her 


le in the movie Carmen Jones; Count 
isie, whose band is called the swing- 
gest in the business; Harry Belafonte, 
popular performer on stage and screen 
movie and TV; Lena Horne, whose 
cording of “Love Me Or Leave Me” 
is simply great; Ollie Matson, hand- 
me halfback of the Chicago Cardinals 
e's married, girls) ; and Diahann Car- 
|. lovely young New York singing star. 


Diahann Carnoll 
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Sometimes a strange interlude turns a man’s life inside out. Ithappened 
to this ex-Gl who knew both the pleasure and pain of loving the wife of 


his old Army chum. 


90 
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T NEVER OCCURRED TO ME that 

quiet, late-spring morning I boarded 
an express train in New Haven that the 
next 24 hours would erupt into the most 
volcanic — if painfully educational — 
hours in my young life. 

I was leaving New England for keeps, 
and as the elm-shaded streets of New 
Haven slipped past the window of the 
coach, rapidly gaining momentum for 
the swift ride to New York City, I 
thought of the newly-earned college de- 
gree I had proudly tucked into the brief- 
case resting on the seat beside me. | 


Jeannie smiled mischievously and catess@— —y 
my ear with her soft hand. Gently she ds 


me into the living room . . . *hy 


a - oe 


sighed lazily and leaned back into the 
soft, blue-leather comfort of the railroad 
car and dreamed of the future ahead. 
A future pregnant with the promise of 
youth—a future shared with Betty Lou, 
the simple country girl who had pa- 
tiently waited for me through three years 
of Army service and four years of col- 
lege. Betty Lou, the girl I had learned to 
love only during the fast maturity of my 
senior year in college. 

I leaned forward in the seat, took the 
well-frayed pages of Betty Lou’s last let- 
ter from the inside pocket of my jacket, 


and quietly read the last sentence: 

“*. . I still can’t believe that after all 
these years we've learned to love one 
another. . . . Hurry home, Darling, so I 
can prove to you how deep is my 
lew. <” 

I read the complimentary close: 

“Eternally yours, Betty Lou.” 

I read the close over and over again, 
and with a warm feeling surging within 
me pushed the lever at my elbow, sank 
back into the comfort of the reclining 
seat, and dozed off into peaceful slum- 
ber—unmindful that it was the lull peace 
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“‘It wasn’t so much that I distrusted myself. . . 


it was the mental anguish that came with knowing 


Jeannie could never be mine—the shame of 


knowing that I desired the wife of another man.” 


of the calm preceding the storm that was 
destined to engulf me midst the sky- 
scrapers of New York City. 

When I awoke the train had already 
reached New York, and was slowing 
down for the stop at Grand Central Sta- 
tion. Soon | was in the long line wind- 
ing its way through the fast-emptying 
coaches, across the loading platform 
into the vast, high-ceilinged waiting 
room. 

After a quick check of the train sched- 
ule, | checked my luggage then walked 
to the taxi stand, engaged a cab and 
headed for the ball game at Ebbetts Field 
in Brooklyn. 

I was being carried along on the surg- 
ing wave of humanity that was leaving 
Ebbetts Field after the game when I sud- 
denly thought of Jeannie; Jeannie, the 
only woman I had ever feared—a woman 
! was afraid to be alone with because of 
some strange, irresistible charm. It 
wasn’t so much that I distrusted myself 
in face of Jeannie’s unquestionably de- 
sirable physical traits; it was just the 
mental anguish that came with knowing 
Jeannie could never be mine—the shame 
of knowing that I desired the wife of 
another man. Jeannie was the wife of 
Richy Jones. Honest, likable Richy 
Jones, my wartime buddy. 

As the teeming, murmuring wave car- 
ried me through the exit of the fast- 
emptying baseball amphitheater my 
mind flashed back through the years, 
back to the pre-Korean War year of 
1948 and Fort Lee in Virginia, where I 
first saw Richy. 

It was just before dawn and we were 
all packed and ready to leave for parts 
then unknown. We were all excited, and 
curious. | was sitting in the back of one 
of the trucks with my duffle-bag between 
my knees when one of the officers walked 
up to the tailgate announcing: 

“Here’s a new man, fellows. Have any 
room in there?” 

| remembered sliding away from the 
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rear gate of the truck and how the re- 
placement slid his duffie-bag down the 
middle of the floor, between the two 
rows of silent men. I thought of how 
I extended my hand and helped the guy 
climb into the seat I had just vacated. 
He smiled his thanks, then said: 

“I’m Richy Jones of New York City.” 

I told him my name was Jim Hill and 
that we were glad to have him with us. 
It wasn’t long afterwards when we 
boarded a troop ship in Boston. By then 
Richy and I had become close friends, 
and Jeannie had come into my life. 
Richy was a fast, engaging talker and 
when he talked of Jeannie and his kids 
he made them live in my imagination. 
He’d always tell me how much I'd like 
Jeannie if I met her. 

I thought of how our friendship deep- 
ened during the days and nights we spent 
on the stormy Atlantic and in the camps 
of the occupation army in Germany. It 
was always Jeannie, Jeannie, Jeannie. 
She was pictured in my mind’s eye— 
youthful, vivacious, and effervescent. 
And there was always Richy’s calm, 
reassuring voice: “Jim, you’d like Jean- 
nie . . . she’s so lively, so full of vigor, 
so...” We were real buddies by then, 
and sometimes he’d tell little intimate 
aspects of his married life. 

I was out of the ball park now, and as 
I strolled along through the milling 
crowd 1 continued reminiscing of how 
we were transferred from Europe to the 
Pacific when war broke out in Korea. 
I recalled the way Richy would lean over 
the railing of the troop ship, gazing at 
the moonlight reflecting from the waters 
of the Pacific and talking dreamily about 
home and Jeannie. Richy was in great 
form those nights: 


“Jeannie . . . Jim, you'd like... My 
son, Richy, Jr. . . . Beverly, my daugh- 
__ 


A uniformed hawker pushed his gayly- 
colored, four-wheeled street vender 
against the hurrying current of people, 


singing: 

“Peanuuuuuts, caaaandy, saaaaaaand- 
wiches, sooooft drinks! Peanuuuuuuuts. 
caaaaaanedy, saaaaaandwiches. . . .! 

I stopped, bought a chocolate bar, then 
slipped back into the stream of people 
snaking across the street and winding 
toward the el stop. 

By the time I reached the foot of the 
el platform my thoughts were back in 
the Korean war zone. We were encamped 
near the front lines when Richy showed 
me the first photograph of Jeannie—the 
photo that made me fall in love with 
Richy’s wife. It was a big, hand-tinted 
photo Richy held up as he shouted: 

“Look, Jim, here she is. It’s Jeannie, 
isn’t she beautiful?” 

I took the picture and inspected it 
closely. She was truly a beautiful wom- 
an, with long, brunette hair, a milk-choc- 
olate brown complexion, and a smile that 
even from a portrait seemed to say: 
“Come on, let’s be friends.” 

From that day on Jeannie seemed 
closer and more alive than even Richy 
could paint her. 

By the time the Korean truce was 
signed, Richy was including me as part 
of his correspondence to Jeannie and 
she, in turn, would send me friendly 
little notes in Richy’s mail. This prac- 
tice, however, was short-lived because 
Richy was shipped Stateside for dis- 
charge. The day he left, he took my 
hand, smiled that wide, contagious smile 
of his and reminded me: 

“Don’t forget to stop off when you 
come to the Big City. . . . Jeannie and 
I'll be glad to see you!” Then he was 
gone. 


AS I STEPPED off the top step onto 

the el platform I paused in front of 
an open booth, pondering whether or not 
to step inside and phone Jeannie . . . 
wondering if I should give in to my 
emotions. I felt a strong yearning to see 
Jeannie, feel her close to me, but almost 
an equally strong sense of right warned 
me not to fan the flames that had been 
smoldering in suppression deep within 
me. 

It was the same station and the same 
booth I had entered that day I first met 
Jeannie. 1 remembered that sultry Sun- 
day afternoon I walked to the booth and 
dialed Richy’s number. 

The phone buzzed softly at the other 
end of the line. It buzzed a second time, 
then I heard (Continued on Page 40) 
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RECORDS 


FREE With Each Order of 4 or More 


§ RECORD (eur choice) 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 





{ PHOTO of a Leading Artist 


MAYBELLENE—Chuck Berry ............ 
ANYMORE—Johnny Ace ................. .) 
DON’T TAKE IT SO HARD—FEarl King.... .89 
SS ELE LEE .89 
-} BOPPIN THE ROCK—Clifton Chenier..... .89 
| MANISH BOY—Muddy Waters............ .89 
“| IT’S LOVE BABY—Louis Brooks......... . 89 
Fl DIDDLEY DADDY—Bo Diddley........... .89 
“| A FOOL FOR YOU—Ray Charles.......... 89 
| FLIM FLAM—Gene & Eunice............. .89 
“| FORGIVE THIS FOOL—Roy Hamilton..... 89 
“| SONG OF THE DREAMER—Billy Brooks.. .89 
"| WHAT’D | SAY—Ruth Brown............ 89 
“| MIDNIGHT CANNONBALL—Joe Turner... .89 
“| | HEAR YOU KNOCKIN-—Smiley Lewis... .89 
“) LIFE IS BUT A DREAM—Harptones...... .89 
ALWAYS & ALWAYS—Don Julian....... .89 


WHY DON’T YOU WRITE ME—Jacks..... 
rs MY LIFE BABY—Bobby Blue Bland. 
UNCHAINED MELODY—Roy Hamilton. 
THIS 1S MY STORY—Gene & Eunice. 
AIN’T IT A SHAME—Fats Domino. 
WHATCHA GONNA DO—Drifters. 
ROLLER COASTER—Little Water... 
SHUT YOUR MOUTH—B. B. King.... 
VM GONNA RUIN YOU—Jimmy Reed. 
ROLLIN STONE— a 

HEY HENRY—Etta Jam 
HENRY’S GOT FLAT FEET —-Midnighte 











STORY UNTOLD—Nutmegs.............. .89 
VVE GOT A WOMAN—Ray Charles...... .89 
PLEDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace....... .89 
JUMP WITH YOU BABY—B. B. King.... .89 

MOST OF ALL—Moonglows.............. 89 
DON’T BE ANGRY—Nappy Brown........ .89 
AS LONG AS I'M MOVING—Ruth Brown.. .89 
DOOR IS STILL OPEN—Cardinals........ -89 
LONELY NIGHTS—Hearts................ .89 
WALLFLOWER— Etta James.............. 89 
HEAVEN IN PARADISE—Meadowlarks... .89 
| WANNA RAMBLE—Little Junior........ .89 
| WANT TO BE LOVED—Muddy Waters.. .89 
YOU DON’T HAVE TO GO—Jimmy Reed.. .89 
MY BABE—Little Walter................. .89 
FLIP FLOP AND FLY—Joe Turner....... 89 
LOVING YOU—Lowell Fulson............. .89 
DON’T YOU KNOW—Fats Domino........ .89 
YOU UPSET ME BABY—B. B. King...... .89 
NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace........ .89 
TWEEDLE DEE—LaVern Baker.......... .89 
HEARTS OF STONE—Charms............ .89 


YOU BETTER WATCH YOURSELF 
Little Walter .89 
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POISON iVY—Willie Mabon.............. -B89 
MELLOW DOWN EASY—Little Walter.... .89 
JUST MAKE LOVE TO ME—Muddy Waters .89 
PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny Ace...... .89 
SEXY WAYS—Midnighters............... .89 
SHAKE, RATTLE AND ROLL—Joe Turner .89 
RECONSIDER BABY—Lowell Fulson...... .89 
() SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace .89 
THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace................ .89 
CROSS MY HEART—Johnny Ace......... -89 
SPIRITUALS 


0 YOU MUST BE BORN AGAIN 

4Gospel Harmonettes .89 
OG HE’LL UNDERSTAND— Davis Sisters............ .89 
O WILL THE LORD BE Ww 7 ME 

Dixie iiommning Birds .89 
O WASH YOU WHITER THAN SNOW 

-Prof. Alex Bradford .89 
TWELVE GATES TO CITY—Davis cane. . oo oD 


OH GABRIEL—Ward Singers . 89 
6 DAY—Rev. James Lofton................ .89 
! LOVE THE LORD—Shkylarks................... 89 
NEARER TO THEE—Soul-Stirrers............... -89 
STRAIGHT STREET—Pilgrim Travellers......... -89 
SINNER SIN NO MORE—Dixie ming Birds.. .89 
SINCE JESUS CHANGED THIS HE 

Bells of Joy .89 
iT MUST BE JESUS— Southern ae -89 
HE LiF rof. 89 





LONG AS JESUS LIVES—Swanee Quintet....__. 
O LET’S GO TO THE PROGR RAM 
Jixie Humming Birds . 
SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet.» : 
WONDER WILL | EVER REST—Mahalia Jackson 
SOREL pigsty tne on 
—Spirit of M phis 
AND BY ME—Davis Sisters... = 
FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS. Davis Sisters. 
HOW MANY TIMES—Ward S 


ROOM—The Martin ! Sin, ; 
WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys were. oe 
OLD SHIP OF 
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On Records 


(Continued from Page 16) 


strives simply to put over jazz in a “subtle” 
fashion. His music is generally classified 
somewhere between the “hot” and “cool” 
varieties. 

Moore says he always composes and ar- 
ranges with a definite goal in mind. While 
preparing the piano concerto for Calvin 
Jackson, he explained that he was attempt- 
ing to write a piece where “the soloist is 
alternately the leader and moderator be- 
tween the legit and so-called ‘jazz’ element 
of the large orchestra.” 

Continued Moore: “The soloist’s role is 
to fuse the two schools of musical thought. 
You'll see that in the first part he not only 
introduces himself but the other parties as 
well. The next step finds all these fellows 
(in their various elements) trying to under- 
stand each other and understandably find- 
ing pitfalls. By the time they reach the 
third part they’re set for a real workout. 
‘Man, gimme a little taste of that melody,’ 
is the mood. This, of course, winds up in 
an orgiastic revel. Our pianist sobers them 
all up with a cadenza though as the con- 
clusion begins.” 

For Moore, his “Music for Moderns” 
album is his first major work on record- 
ings in several seasons. He used to record 
frequently with combos and bands of his 
own, but, of late, has been kept too busy 
with other activities in the musical field to 
do any waxing. Most of his recent work 
has involved the task of making vocal stars 
out of unknowns. At that calling, he is 
something of a magician. He made singing 
sensations out of personalities like Lena 
Horne, Dorothy Dandridge, Julie Wilson 
and Joyce Bryant after they had gone to 
him as only raw hopefuls. He has been 
behind the success of many another top 
vocal star too. 

Moore’s musical genius is widely re- 
spected in the trade. A few years ago, he 
became the first Negro ever to hold down 
a staff arranger’s job at a movie studio, 
being hired at the time by Metro-Goldwyn- 
Mayer in Hollywood. He worked on scores 
of several of the studio’s major motion pic- 
tures before he decided to give up the posi- 
tion to go out on his own. 

Since leaving the film industry, Moore’s 
most important writing for a vehicle was 
for a Broadway show. He wrote all the 
music, lyrics and comedy fon the show 


which ran for one-hour a showing and was 


a big hit. 

As a composer of songs, Moore’s best- 
selling number is Shoo Shoo Baby, written 
after World War II. It sold two million 
records when it was first recorded. 
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Style Ne. 16 C—SUNBONNET SUE. Pert and pretty, 
unbreakable 16 inch, all rubber doll — SARAN 
ROOTED HAIR, MOVING EYES, dressed in polsa 
dot biue, with bonnet and shoes. 
Style Ne. 16 R—Same size doll as above—white 
doll | with golden hair. r. Dressed in blue. 


FLEETWOOD LTD. Dept. 130-115 
866 Sixth Avenue, New York 1, N.Y. 








Beauty Editor Tells How 
Doctor’s All-In-One 
Medicated Skin Cream 


KEEPS SKIN LIGHT 
KEEPS SKIN CLEAR 


KEEPS SKIN LOOKING YOUNGER 


BY JESSIE JONES 


Atlanta, Ga.—I've just seen one 
new medicated skin cream 
work beauty marvels three ways 
quick and easy. This new im- 
a oved cream is called Dr. 

ED Palmer's Skin Whitener. 

bi Tage 3! smooth a tiny film 

ED Palmer's Skin 
Whineatr over your face, neck, 
arms and hands at night. Then go to sleep. 
While you sleep, here’s the pousedl rfully nice 
things that happen to your skin . . . 

Skin tends to darken as we get older. Dr. 
FRED Palmer’s Skin Whitener’s safe medica- 
tion gently bleaches this unnatural dark tone 
away. I: starts making the skin lighter and 
brighter instantly. And once your skin is as 
light as it can be, occasional treatments will 
keep it Ao and bright. 

Dr. FRED Palmer's Skin Whitener cream 
contains special antiseptic medication that 
helps clear away external and other 
imperfections. School girls embarrassed by 
the eT me of youth will be amazed at Dr. 

Palmer’s clearing action. 

“= you older ladies, Dr. FRED Palmer’s 
Skin Whitener counteracts the dryness that 
causes wrinkles, lines around the eyes and 
mouth, makes dry skin feel soft and lovely. 

for Paimer’s Skin Whitener at 
druggists. Reg. size 30c, largest size 60c. 
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In “wide-open” style, Louis Armstrong gets In Paris, Louis gleefully halts shave to greet former wife, Lil. Lil herself was a famous 
together with Peggy Lee, former Benny musician in the old Chicago days, has been successful in Europe. Louis has never 
failed to please European jazz fans on his several trips overseas. 


Goodman vocalist, for a private duet. 


LOUIS ARMSTRONG’S SECRET 


By Al Duckett 


VER SINCE his early teen-age days 
+ in New Orleans—right down to his 
present world eminence—the story of 
the private life of Louis Armstrong has 
been an amazing—and amusing—suc- 
cession of passionate and turbulent af- 
fairs of the heart. The fabulous Satch- 
mo has loved and left and been loved 
and left by at least a half-dozen women 
with whom he carried on amours as hot 
as any scorching note which rains from 
his trumpet. Several of these damsels, 
Louis married. Others he romanced on 
an unofficial basis. Today, at 55, the 
man who Muggsy Spanier calls the Babe 
Ruth of the trumpet, is happily domesti- 
cated in Corona, New York, with his 
attractive, aristocratic wife, Lucille. 
But—and this will come as shocking 
news to all who fancy they know the 
inside story of Louis Armstrong—Satch- 
mo has a secret, golden love for which 
he cherishes a passion deeper than any 
he has ever experienced. Although his 
romantic adventures in the past have 
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earned Louis a reputation as one who 
could find and forget em with compara- 
tive ease, this slim, sparkling, gracefully- 
built idol of his affections has never 
once lost his utter devotion in the thirty- 
five years during which Armstrong has 
been steadily advancing to the front 
ranks of world attention as a musical 
genius. There has been no woman in 
his life who has come before this love. 
The remarkable thing is that every 
woman who has kissed the famed Arm- 
strong “chops” or been held in Satch- 
mo’s arms has known full well that she 
was playing second fiddle. Louis has 
never tried to hide from his various 
sweethearts his undying ardor for the 
golden beauty of his heart. He has ap- 
peared publicly with her innumerable 
times, has caressed and fondled her 
without shame and kissed her tenderly 
before the eyes of thousands. She is the 
grand amour of his life, the flaming pas- 
sion to which he has remained ever con- 
stant—and to which he admits he will be 





LOVE 


true until he dies. 

What is the identity of this great beau- 
ty who won Armstrong’s heart when he 
was a youth and who has held him a 
willingly helpless prisoner to her 
charms? That identity will be revealed 
for the first time on these pages. But 
first, we'd like to tell you something 
about the competition which this mys- 
terious beauty has faced and consistent- 
ly defeated; the women in Louis Arm- 
strong’s life. 

Strangely enough, Louis whose off- 
stage career indicates no mean ability 
to woo and win the weaker ones, latched 
on to his first recorded love not so much 
for passion as for profit. In his auto- 
biography, “Satchmo,” he frankly con- 
fesses being hardly dry bebind the ears 
when he made an abortive attempt at be- 
coming a pimp. Armstrong was born and 
grew up in a bucket-of-blood neighbor- 
hood in the New Orleans Negro ghetto 
known as Jane Alley. Prostitutes, pimps, 
gamblers, hustlers and other less respect- 








ability 
latched 


Finger pointed as if to offer advice, Louis makes a typical pose. Great trumpeter has weathered many storms in his career since he 
left New Orleans, is never out of date. Strangely, his favorite band is that of Guy Lombardo! 
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A product of the old-time, 
roaring New Orleans, Louis 
Armstrong has personally 
experienced many romances, 
witnessed many others, some 
of them violent. But through 
it all—he has maintained a 
secret love... 


able representatives of society plied their 
trades freely and with gusto all about 
him. In his early teens, Louis observed 
that most of his youthful associates had 
prostitutes working for them. “They 
didn’t make much money, but they got 
a whole lotsa note,” Satch observes 
dryly. 

Like most youngsters, Louis wanted 
to follow the crowd. So he proposition- 
ed an enterprising woman, old enough 
to be his mother, and became her agent. 
Armstrong remembers that his charge 
wasn’t much to look at (she had short, 
nappy hair and buck teeth) but that she 
made good money. Everything might 
have gone well if it hadn’t been for the 
inability of Louis’ protégé to divorce 
business from pleasure. Louis wanted 
her income and she wanted Louis. 

“She had the nerve to be jealous,” 
King Riff recalls. “But I paid her no 
mind.” 

Louis learned early that it is expensive 
to scorn a woman. One night Louis and 
his protégé got into an argument as to 
whether he should go home with her and 
spend the night. Louis took the negative. 
His protégé came up with a most con- 
vincing argument. She whipped out a 
pocket-knife and let Satch have it in the 
left shoulder. Louis ran home to his 
mother, May Ann who not only loved 
him dearly, but weighed plenty. Mom 
made straight for the knife-wielding 
lady’s home, caught the latter about to 
retire and tried to choke her to death. 
It took several husky men to save Louis’ 
protégé’s life. As for Satch, he decided 
then and there that the life of a pimp 
was not for him. 

At the age of sixteen, Armstrong was 
giving forth with hot licks in a poison- 
ous joint called Matranga’s when his 
roving eye lit upon a well-stacked damsel 
known as Irene and often called “Nut- 
sie.” He flirted with Irene and she 
laughed at him, then made goo-goo eyes. 
The trumpet-tooting youngster was flus- 
tered and hopeful. Irene asked him to 
play her favorite blues and he happily 
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A musical senator, Theodore Francis Greene of Rhode 


ring Pam tee. a ee 
Island, makes like a musical 


conductor while Louis makes music on his horn. A giant of jazz, Louis has influenced 
countless instrumentalists and singers, watched others borrow his creations 


obliged. Irene waited for him until he 
got off. Louis had a girl friend. 

After a few days of seeing her, Arm- 
strong vowed he was deeply in love. He 
credits her with teaching him “all | 
know” about love. Louis earned Irene’s 
deep devotion by helping her out of a 
tough spot. She was hooked up with 
a character named Cheeky Black. Crying 
on Louis’ shoulder, she confessed that 
Cheeky treated her mean, took all her 
money and let her go hungry. Sir Louis 
mounted a white horse of gallantry, 
swore to care for her forever. She was, 
in his words, “raggedy as a bowl of 
slaw.” Louis, on the other hand, was 
eminently prosperous. He was making 
a dollar and a quarter a night on the 
nights he got paid and tips when he got 
tipped. He was very generous with Irene. 
But she neglected to tell him that she 
hadn’t left Cheeky Black—that, in fact, 
her affair with him was still blossom- 
ing. 

One night Armstrong called on Irene 
in her room and made himself complete- 
ly comfortable. He was half-asleep when 
there was an ominous rattling of the 
door-knob. The door was locked but 
this meant nothing to Cheeky Black who 
kicked it in efficiently and entered with 
a sizeable razor in his hand. Irene, neg- 
lecting to clothe herself, made a mad 
dash for the street and Cheeky took out 


after her. Seconds later, puffing hard, 
Armstrong arrived safely at his mother’s 
home. May Ann took one look at him, 
nodded her head knowingly and sur- 
mised: “Unh-huh. So you been with 
another man’s old lady. That'll teach 
you a lesson.” 

Louis hadn’t learned his lesson too 
well. Irene and he decided to live to- 
gether. He believed her when she said 
Cheeky was out of her life, no foolin’. 
They lived together for a while and Arm- 
strong soon learned that his love was 
even more dangerous than Cheeky. One 
day, while he was visiting Irene, she 
decided to go out and buy a bottle. She 
returned and poured drinks. But just as 
Louis was about to join her in the liquid 
refreshment, a blare of music came up 
from the street. Louis rushed to the 
window and saw an exciting spectacle. 
A giant parade was taking place, featur- 
ing a duel of several ragtime bands. 
Louis crouched by the window and 
drank in every detail. From behind him, 
Irene was demanding that he come away 
from the window and pay her some at- 
tention. Louis ignored her and she kept 
demanding. With each demand, Irene 
took another little snort. She became 
more insistent and more intoxicated. 
Louis got annoyed and ordered her to 
leave him alone. They began to argue. 
Louis made an angry break for the door. 
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Irene flicked out a knife and stabbed him 

in the shoulder. Soon after that, Arm- 
strong deftly palmed Irene off on an- 
other victim. 

No doubt; Louis believed he might 
find some peace without Irene. But the 
next chapter in his true love story turned 
out to be the most violent in his whole 
stormy life. Compared to Daisy, Irene 
was as gentle as a summer shower. 

Daisy was a good-looking Creole, 
frankly engaged in the world’s oldest 
profession when Armstrong first ogled 
her in a honky-tonk. Daisy’s first rela- 
tionship with him was purely profes- 
sional but instead of alloting him the 
usual hour of pleasure, she put in over- 
time, stayed with him all night and half 
of the next day. Louis was somewhat 
awed at learning that she wore artificial 
hips to make up for her insignificant 
weight of 100 pqunds. But she was so 
pretty in his eyes, that he forgave her 
physical short-comings. 

Louis seemed to have had a genius for 
being discovered in the right place at 
the wrong time. Daisy lived some dis- 
tance from the ghetto where Louis and 
his family paid fifty cents a month for 
an apartment. She saw a lot of Louis 
and kept inviting him to visit her. Louis, 
logically, assumed that she lived by her- 
self. One afternoon, he donned his best 
courting clothes and set out to cross the 
river and visit Daisy. She welcomed him 
with open arms, kissed him, pulled him 
inside the house. They sat down on a 
couch, Daisy on Louis’ lap, and were 
smooching furiously when a key turned 
in the door and a man walked in. The 
man hadn’t obtained a marriage license 
for Daisy. But he did pay the rent in 
that house. So it was only natural that 
he became a bit upset about the enthusi- 
asm with which his common-law wife 
was being kissed. Daisy stood up nerv- 
ously and got knocked down promptly. 
If Louis had ability for getting into 
tight spots, he had agility in getting out 
of them. He scrammed—but fast. 

As it turned out—Armstrong would 
have enjoyed more safety if he had per- 
mitted Daisy’s enraged swain to whip 
him. A month later Daisy married him. 
She whipped him often. 

“That woman couldn’t even read and 
write,” Louis reports. “All she could 
do was fuss and fight.” 


N HER CHILDHOOD, Daisy had 
been spoiled. When she married 





Louis, at the age of 21, she was as jeal- 
ous as a pet puppy—but ten times as 
dangerous. Louis and Daisy got into it 
so often and so violently that he worked 
out a regular procedure. After—or dur- 
ing a fight—Armstrong would leave 
Daisy and go home to his mother (that’s 
Pretty soon, Daisy’d be 
around to apologize and to promise to 


a switch). 


stop bothering him and to allow him to 
blow his trumpet. 

Louis was not without blame in the 
turbulence of his life with Daisy Parker. 
Being a musician, he had many oppor- 
tunities to stray from the path of con- 
stancy to his mate. Being Louis, he often 
took advantages of these opportunities. 
One young lady who intrigued him was 
a former playmate—a high yellow— 
named Rella Martin. Daisy suspected 
there were still some goings-on with 
Rella. One afternoon, she was able to 
confirm her suspicions. 

That afternoon, Louis was covered 
with glory—and new clothes. He was 
to be a pallbearer at a funeral. Arm- 
strong had redeemed a neat, black 
broadcloth suit from his private pawn- 
broker, bought some shiny patent leather 
shoes and acquired a brand new Stetson 
hat. The funeral was to begin in a few 
minutes and Louis, cooling it on a street 
corner with a buddy who answered to 
the title of Little Head, just happened to 
meet Rella. The three of them stood on 
the corner, Louis talking sweet-talk to 
Rella and Little Head looking on in ad- 
miration. 

Little Head’s admiration was replaced 
by alarm when he saw Daisy Armstrong 
bearing down on them. Little Head cried 
“chicky” and Rella took off like a P-38. 
Louis attempted to look innocent and 
unafraid. But Daisy, in a businesslike 
manner, unsheathed a murderous-look- 
ing shaving instrument and began issu- 
ing a stream of foul curses. Louis gave 
a good imitation of Jesse Owens at the 
Olympics in Berlin. He got up so much 
speed on the take-off that the precious 
Stetson hat fell into the mud. Little 
Head, close on Satchmo’s heels, tried to 
rescue the hat. Daisy let fly with a 
glancing swipe at Little Head’s buttocks, 
inflicting thereupon a vicious nick which 
altered Little Head’s mind about saving 
anything but those parts of his person 

still uninjured. 

This hilarious (to all but Little Head) 
merely the beginning. 


incident was 





Louis doubled back minutes later, re- 
trieved his headgear from the gutter and 
went on to perform his duties in the 
funeral. But throughout the solemn pro- 
ceedings, he was working up a healthy 
mad against Daisy for so humiliating 
his Stetson. By the time the body had 
been lowered into its grave, Armstrong 
was burning. He left the funeral crowd 
and headed home, determined to teach 
Daisy a lesson. His warring wife had 
out-generalled him. As he put the key 
in the door, something crashed to the 
ground, missing Louis’ skull by a breath. 
He whirled. Daisy was fortressed across 
the street in a neighbor’s window. She 
was fortified with an arsenal of a dozen 
bricks—not counting the one she had 
already let fly. She began pitching them, 
according to Louis’ own description, 
“faster than Satchel Paige.” 

When Louis had miraculously ducked 
all the available bricks, Daisy demon- 
strated her soldierly qualities by charg- 
ing out, unarmed but eager to do battle. 
Louis picked up one of the bricks and 
returned it to her—in the stomach. 
Daisy went down, screaming and kick- 
ing, but still belligerent. By the time she 
had her breath back, someone had sum- 
moned the local gendarmes. Those gen- 
tlemen attempted to restore the embat- 
tled Mrs. Armstrong to calm. But Mrs. 
Armstrong kicked one of them in the 
chin. The police massaged her head with 
nightsticks and took her off to the clink. 

Louis vowed he would leave her there 
—but he weakened, phoned his boss and 
got Daisy paroled. In the station, they 
kissed and made up. They started back 
home. The nearer Daisy got to home, 
the more her good humor oozed away 
until finally she began cursing, name- 
calling and working up to her old fight- 
ing weight. 

Louis managed to get Daisy into the 
house. Then he sat her down for a heart- 
to-heart talk during which he attempted 
to explain that his aim in life was to be 
a musician, not a boxer. 

“TI think we'll have to call it quits, 
baby,” he said mournfully. “Every time 
you get mad with me, you want to hit 
me in my chops.” 

Daisy dissolved into penitent tears 
and begged him not to leave. 

But Louis had had enough. Why, 
this woman was so evil that she wanted 
to fight when (Continued on Page 57) 
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Peg was all set to marry a millionaire when her 
old flame suddenly turned up to say: ““True love 


DIDN’T WANT to give up my lovely dream, but some- 
thing was tugging at it. The harder I tried to hang on, 

more insistent was the tug, until finally I had to let go 
d come awake. 

It was the telephone, ringing with a demand, like an 
rm clock you wish now you'd never set the night before. 
wanted to go back to sleep, to recapture my romantic 
eam, but the phone wouldn’t let me. Reluctantly 1 reached 
t my arm toward the bedside table, lifted the receiver. 


‘Hello .. .” 
[here was no answer. I said, “Hello,” again. Still no 
wer, just the quiet humming of the dial tone. I slammed 


is something money can’t buy.” 


the phone down, said “Damn!,” pulled the thin percale sheet 
up over my body, and tried to go back to sleep. I couldn’t 
make it; too many questions were rushing through my brain. 

Who had been calling? Why hadn’t he—or she—an- 
swered when I said, “Hello?” Why all the mystery? 

I turned and looked at the clock. After 10! But, no, it 
couldn’t be that late! I was due at the office by 8:30. Yet. I 
knew the clock was right. It always was, and I had partied 
late last night. With Rodney Ryan .. . 

The thought of Rod brought me up, bolt-straight, in bed, 
full of memory of what had happened after Rod brought me 
home. I remembered coming in. We had a few drinks. Rod 
wanted to make love to me. I (Continued on Page 49) 
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ALONG THE WAY 


By ANN WELDON 


Now THAT I’VE MADE something 
of a name for myself in show busi- 
ness, I’m grateful for a lot of things. But 
perhaps I’m most grateful for the 
chances and the opportunities given me 
to really prove myself as a singer. 
A long time ago—well, as long ago as 
I can remember back in my 22 years— 
I'd go past theaters and night clubs, and 
F 3 look at the photographs on billboards of 
Lf the stars who were appearing there, and 
I’d hope that some day my picture would 
be up there too. Meanwhile I’d listen to 





JOHNNY Onis € i singers on records and on radio, and 
oe nie All . $ try to pick out from their styles the fine 
7aLE i | NITE ‘| s points of putting over a song. I worked 
ar Tirleeh EL cpeeene 5, Samm 4 ee hard at the business of becoming a good 
Soe sedeeed ee Pehsr bhi Phe 4 ds singer. Still, (Continued on Page 80) 
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A rare, bass-voiced girl singer, Ann Weldon enjoys everything 
in show business—from belting a song on-stage to arriving at club. 
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Ann enjoys informal musical get-together with actress Cleo 
Moore. Both of them are on their way up. 
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Ann listens attentively as show producer Aland Dixon gives instruc- 
tions about her music. She says Dixon gave her first big break. 
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How shall 1 describe the incredible 
thrill which took hold of me when I 
looked into Paul's soft brown eves? His 
hand held a light—but | did not smoke. 
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UNFORGIVABLE 
SIN! 





As her husband slept peacefully beside her, June tossed 
with her problem: how could she tell him of the terrible 
thing she had done? How could she save their marriage? 


() UTSE OUR WINDOW, this fall night, the leaves on the trees stir ever so 
faintly—-stir to the soft touch of the breeze. The great, round moon is fixed in 
the sky. It is the kind of night to make a poet sing. But there is neither poetry nor 
pleasure for me as I lie fretfully awake in my bed. I find an irony in the contrast 
of gentle peace about me—the round, contented breathing of Phillip, in bed beside 
me, and the tumultuous upheaval raging within me, torturing my body with restless- 
ness, fevering my brain with worry, haunting me, haunting me, haunting me! 
I am ill—dangerously ill with a horrible guilt and a terrible fear. 
Oh, Phillip, Phillip, how can you sleep so peacefully. 
But then it is easy for you to sleep. You have no tiny hint of how I have betrayed 
your love, trampled on the worship you have given me. I have done a classic job of 
deception. How expertly I have played the role of faithful, devoted wife. How 
coldly, cruelly, I have sinned the one unforgivable sin. But I will not be able to 
deceive you much longer, Phillip. 
Soon—very soon, the proof of my shame will be alive and ugly between us. Soon, 
very soon, you will know all about Paul and me—and the baby—the baby which isn’t 
yours, Phillip. The baby that belongs to Paul. 
Paul! It is a magic name even now in the throes of my misery. It is a name to 
set the fires glowing through my body, the dull, burning passion lighting up, leaping 
throughout every cell and tissue. It is a name I should hate. For all that Paul has 
ever given me is this wonderful, wicked black magic of desire and fulfillment—that 
and this misery. 
I remember the time when I didn’t know the meaning of the word misery. | 
remember the happy time, Phillip, when you came into my life and I believed that 
all I’d ever want was personified in you. 
I'd known you for a long time before you came to mean anything to me, Phillip. 
Who didn’t know you in the small New Orleans town where both of us were born. 
You were the only Negro lawyer for miles around. Everyone looked up to you. 
You were an important figure with your distinguished, deliberate air, your correct 
business suits, that pretty nut-brown complexion and the gray-streaked hair brushed 
neatly back from your high forehead. I remember Ma, her eyes coming alive with 
pride, as you came by of an evening, bowing slightly, tipping your hat in greeting 
as we sat on our porch. 
“That’s the kind of man I want you to marry when you grow up, June,” Ma would 
say. Daddy, rocking in his chair beside us, never resented Ma’s frank admiration 
of you. He never interpreted her approval as a criticism of himself. Daddy was a 
hard-working, laboring man who'd never had a chance at education. 
As for me, I thought of you then in an approving but remote way. I never 
dreamed the day would come when you and I would be married. After all, you 
were at least twenty years my senior. I never even thought (Continued on Page 72 ) 
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I Loved My 
Buddy’s Wife 


(Continued from Page 30) 


the receiver click and a soft, lilting female 

voice: 

“Hello, Jeannie Jones speaking!” 

“Hello, Jeannie, this is Jim Hill.” 

“Jim Hill. ... Jim Hill,” she stam- 
mered, trying to place the name. Then 
with a squeak of recognition, she shouted: 
“Oh, I know now. You were with Richy 
in the Army. Forgive me for not recogniz- 
ing you, Jim. Oh, I’m so glad you phoned. 
Gee, where are you?” 

“I’m in Brooklyn, near Ebbetts Field.” 

“Are you coming out. We'll be glad to 
have you. Richy’s still sleeping. You see, 
he’s still working nights at the Post Office. 
Pll call him. Wait a minute!” 

“Oh, no,” I interrupted, “let the ole boy 
sleep. If you give me the directions I'll 
take the subway out.” 

“Okay.” 

I took a card from my wallet and wrote 
down the directions to Richy’s home in 
Long Island City and even after hanging 
up I could hear Jeannie’s voice echoing in 
my ear: 

“Hurry out, darling, I'll have something 
real nice to eat. Now don’t miss the el stop. 
I'll meet you there, because you'll never 
find your way here among all these apart- 
ment buildings. 

I walked to the edge of the el platform, 
still deliberating whether or not to walk 
to the open booth and phone Long Island 
City. I watched the slow traffic moving 
below me and listened to the noises of the 
gayly-colored Sunday throng still drifting 
from the ball park a block away. 

Then my mind went back again to 
Jeannie and how I leaned over this very 
rail that afternoon as I awaited the train 
that was to speed me to Long Island City. 

I thought of how excited I was when I 
got off the el that day in Long Island City. 
Jeannie was standing on the platform in a 
brightly-colored print dress that accented 
her girlish figure and complimented her 
complexion. She wore a_ wide-brimmed 
straw hat and was a vision of coolness and 
composure on a hot, muggy afternoon. She 
put out a dainty, gloved hand. I took it 
in greeting: 

“Hello, Mrs. Jones.” 

“Hello, Mr. Hill.” 

She smiled broader, squeezed my hand 
and with a mischievous glint in her eyes, 
said: 

“Let’s be real close friends, call me 
Jeannie, Jim.” 

“Thanks, Jeannie,” I answered. 

“Richy’ll be up by the time we get back, 
Jim. You'll surprise him. He’s told us 
so much about you that already we feel 
you belong in our family.” 

An el came thundering up the track 
and I turned, walked halfway across the 
platform, then stopped, half turning to 


face the open door to the phone booth, 
desperately fighting the urge to go in 
and phone Jeannie. I heard the shrill toot 
of the conductor’s signal within the wait- 
ing coach and skipped in just as the door 
closed and the el headed for downtown 
Manhattan and Grand Central Station. 

I took a seat, my mind still plagued 
with thoughts of Jeannie and that day 
in Long Island City: 

She was every bit as gay and arresting 
as Richy had said. Her steady, animated 
conversation made the walk from the el 
stop to the apartment seem very brief. 

Richy was quite surprised and very 
glad to see me. He proudly presented 
his two children and as we ate we re- 
lived our war years and our days abroad. 
Jeannie moved about the apartment like a 
shifting ray of sunshine—injecting color 
and an occasional laugh into the conver- 
sation. Richy was right. I did like 
Jeannie, but I was beginning to feel a 
little uneasy. 


Was she always so over-friendly and | 


close? I wondered to myself. Does she 
always call everybody “Darling” that 
way, or was I just being silly? 

At 8:30 p.m. Richy prepared to leave 
for work. I glanced at my watch and 
decided to allow myself an hour to find 
my way down to Grand Central Station. 

“What time does your train leave, 
Jim?” Richy was speaking. 

“9:36,” I answered. 


“Know how to get back down there?” 


“I think I can find my way,” I an- 
swered. 

“Tt’s a big city, Jim. You can’t im- 
agine how easy it is to lose yourself. I’d 
be glad to see you off, but I won’t have 
the time—I punch in at 9. 

“T'll see Jim off, Richy. I never get out 
anymore anyhow . . . a trip downtown 
would do me good.” 

“It’s okay with me if Jim don’t mind.” 
Richy was his usual. nonchalant self. His 
added an afterthought: 

“Now don’t both of you go downtown 
and get lost.” 

We laughed and Richy excused him- 
self. 

Jeannie put the children to bed and 
we walked out in the July twilight. As 
the subway thundered into the bowels of 
Manhattan I could feel myself drifting 
closer and closer to the charming figure 
in the seat beside me. I wasn’t particu- 
larly sorry when the gateman at Grand 
Central closed the gate and said: 

“Sorry, you just missed your train. Next 
train to New Haven leaves at 10:36. Gate 
17! 

I turned and looked at Jennie. 

“A one hour penalty for lack of a 
minute. What luck!” 

“Want me to stay with you?” She turned 
those warm, brown eyes toward mine and 
squeezed my hand. 

“But Richy would expect you to. . . .” 
I started, but she interrupted: 

“I never get out anymore, Jim. I feel 


(Continued on Page 80) 
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TIME TO GIVE THANKS AGAIN 


— YEAR after the fall harvest and the last signs 

of autumn have disappeared, the spirit of the holiday 
season takes hold. The crisp fresh air seems to sweep 
across the countryside and add vigor to ambitions and 
appetites, to prepare us for the brisk cold days ahead. 
For the holiday season is the time that one requires 
energy, for the pace of the activities is a fast one, with a 
round of parties and busy days. 

Thanksgiving starts the fall and winter with a bang 
and family gatherings, parties, trips to and from home. 
The spirit of friendliness prevails and every larder is 
filled to capacity with the finest foods money can buy. 


And the cry of “Eat, Drink And Be Merry” is heard. 


This is the time we should forget all of our petty likes 
and dislikes and concentrate on loving our neighbors. 
bringing our families closer together and offering pray- 
ers of thanks for all the many blessings we have had 
through the year. 

Many times we are prone to complain before we count 
the numerous blessings we have had and we can easily 
overlook the good things in life by emphasizing the bad. 
So with careful thought and love for all fellow man, 
Thanksgiving is the time to cast aside all enmities and 
spread the spirit of good fellowship all around us. It is a 
time to share good fortunes with those less fortunate than 
we are. 
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sien SEASON designers are creat- 

~ ing more fabulous suede designs for 
all types of wearing apparel. With high an 
styling and a wonderful assortment of 
flattering colors, it is easy to under- 

































ae stand why suede is so popular for the 
- whole family. 
f= To add more beauty to styling, the 


new processes used with the leather and 
suede have made the skins as soft and 
easy to work with as any fabric, includ- 
ing silk. 

Designers have combined the suede 
with fabrics of every kind, weight and 
quality and created garments that are 
conversation pieces. 

One of the features that help to sell 
suede and leather garments is their 
versatility for all year around wearing. 
Cleaning used to be a problem too, but 
with the new dyes and methods, the gar- 
ments are as good as new when sent to 





a reputable firm. 


4 suit of white calfskin and navy wool, 
designed by Bonnie Cashin. Coat has 
cardigan front trimmed in navy wool and 
white pearl buttons. Slit pockets have 
navy edge. Price about $90.00. From 
Phillip Sills of New York. White silk 
ascot by Vera. 
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The last trip of the season for the family is made in their new Plymouth Station wagon 


For cool fall days, a suit of suede and 
tweed in rust tones. Jacket is hip length 
and has tweed collar and cuffs. With 
elasticized waist and smart fringed tie 
around belt. By Phillip Sills. About $80.00. 


= ake PS 


= -_ 


and smart leather outfits. Mother and daughter are wearing pale blue leather outfits 
from the Leather Industries. Shoes by Sandler are strawberry suede. 


ra Be peas 

classic suit of soft suede with draw- 

string jacket, short puffed sleeves. Lined 

throughout with silk polka dot material to 

match skirt that has deep center pleat. 

Designed by Bonnie Cashin for Phillip 
Sills. Price about $85.00. 


s 


Perfect for shopping and across country traveling in your car, is this outfit from 
Georgia Kays Cuban collection. Outfit has smart slim jim pants and full drawstring 
jacket. Matching shoes and bag are from the Leather Industries. 
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DOES BLOND HAIR BECOME YOU? 


OES BLOND HAIR become you? — really bespeaks glamor and an expen- 
ild ask sive bit of it too. The bleach will weak- 


This is a question you shot 
j en your hair and make it necessary for 


yourself many times over before vou 
start the procedure. vou to have a lot of care and treatment 


The fad for blond and brig 


hair coloring seems to have 


in the beauty shop. No matter who says 
differently, this is not a job that can be 
at home, and have that expert 


country in the past few years 
It needs the hand of a profes- 


en. old and young, whether they 
face features or otherwise that 
right with these blond tones. 
their hair to be fashionable. 

Some women think thev will 
tiful if their hair had a tint, 
Others are anxious to change the color 
because thes are told it will flatter their 
looks. add youth. make them more 
@xolic or cause them to be the center of 
Attraction. Consider well all of vour 
beauty aspects before you dye. for very 
few women who dye their hair take in- 
fo consideration the simple facts that 
motivate the change such as: expense, 
@aily upkeep. the possibility of an un- 
becoming color. weakened hair. and in 
Some cases the risk of health. 

Now consider you and your person- 
ality how will this color go with vour 
Skin tones—with vour features—vour 
eves. and dont forget vour eyebrows 
should match or blend. Don't take the 
word of a friend or even a beautician, 


for she has to be a diplomat and agree 
With what vou want if she desires to 


keep you as a customer. 
Be honest with vourself and look in 


the mirror. Hold some light hair against 


your face or even a bit of blond wool 


and you can readily tell. Blond hair 


Simple styling and the expert touch has 

created this blond effect. Although hair 

has rough texture, care and treatment in 
the beauty shop keeps it in condi 

















Make your face a focal point 
of beauty. It is not necessary 
to open your mouth and show 
all of your teeth when you 
smile. Practice simple, easy 
smiles in front of a mirror and 
try to express sweetness at all 
times, and plenty of charm and 
poise. 























PERSONALITY TRAITS 


Be a willing and interested 
listener. Show with your facial 
expression that you are ab- 
sorbed in the conversation, 
whether it is of interest to you 
or not. It is so easy to be nice 
to other people, once you take 
the time to start. 





Your eyes can express all of 
your feelings. Practice a few 
minutes daily in front of your 
mirror and with your finger- 
tips, see just how many facial 
expressions your eyes can Tre- 
veal when you smile or when 
you look sad and let down. 








AVE YOU EVER thought of quizz- 
ing yourself on your personality 
traits? Are you a pleasant, charming 
person to be around? Do you like your- 
self? These so-called personality traits 
are a combination of your mannerisms, 
habits and day-by-day behavior as they 
appear to the people surrounding you. 
They are the way you express “yourself” 
to people. Your own particular set of 
personality traits make you a unique 
character and no one else_in the whole 
wide world has an identical combination 
of such characteristics. 

The most “readable” feature you pos- 
sess is your face, and particularly your 
eyes which mirror most of your emo- 
tions. Your emotions may be “adver- 
tised” for all to see whether you like it 
or not. By displaying an unpleasant 
scowl, a silly smirk or a wicked sneer, 
you are showing people around you ex- 
actly how you feel. Likewise the mood 
may call for a fleeting, yet pleasant smile, 
a friendly crinkling of the eyes in laugh- 
ter, or the flashing charm of a demure 
dimple. It all depends on how you “pro- 
ject” your personality. Personality is 
the effect you have on someone else. If 
you make a good impression and are 
able to back it up on further acquaint- 
ance, people will say “She has a fine per- 
sonality.” Or, “She is a very charming 
person.” These compliments, when given 
sincerely, mean more to us than we 
admit. 

Feminine beauty is a combination of 
tangibles and intangibles. It comes from 
deep within, and surface attractiveness, 
although important, is only a minor part 
of your personality. Make-up will go 
only so far, and even the very richest of 
creams won't make you smile when 
you're unhappy, or make your eyes light 
up with pleasure upon occasions. 
Though beauty alone is not insurance 
for happiness, the woman who does not 
try to achieve beauty is not making the 
most of her opportunities. 
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Apple Stuffing 

For Your Holiday Bird 
Saute in bacon fat, 1 cup of chopped celery, 
1 med. green pepper chopped fine, 1 small 
onion, 4 cup of chopped parsley. Peel and 
core 4 red apples and slice thin, add to 
vegetables. Add 1 tsp salt, 1 tsp paprika, 
\4 tsp sweet basil, 44 tsp poultry seasoning, 
\%, tsp celery seed. Add 14 cup of thinly 
* sliced almonds or chestnuts, 3 cups of toast- 
ed bread crumbs and brown. Add 4% cup 
of broth and place stuffing in bird. If dry 

stuffing is desired, omit broth. 


APPLE TREATS FOR YOUR THANKSGIVING 


E VER SINCE EVE presented Adam with an apple in 

the garden of Eden, her daughters have been pleas- 
"ing the sons of Adam with this delectable fruit. Two 
‘hundred years ago, apples were grown chiefly for the 
| purpose of making apple juice, cider, etc., but today 
apples are big business and they are a must in everyones 
| shopping basket. With progress, we find apples in all 


Sweet And Sour Relish 

le 2 envelopes of unflavored gelatine on Y cup of cold 

ater. Bring 234 cups of apple juice to a boil. Add gelatine, 
Btbsps sugar, | tsp salt and stir until gelatine dissolves. Chill 
il syrupy. Fold in 34 cup diced apple, 34 cup diced celery, 
cup raw cranberries (chopped). Turn into 6-8 individual 
olds, chill until firm. Unmold, garnish with water cress. 

Serve as an accompaniment to poultry or roasts. 


forms—in cans or jars, sliced, applesauce, pickles, that 
can be used the year around when fresh, succulent apples 
are not too plentiful. But whether fresh or canned, apples 
are so versatile when planning meals that a wise home- 
maker will always find a place for apple dishes on her 
menu. As shown on these pages, apple dishes for all of 
your holiday activities. 


zs 


Apple Stuffed Egg Plant 
Wash and halve lengthwise one egg plant. Parboil 15 min., drain. 
Scoop out center, chop fine. Saute 1 cup sliced onions in 4 tbsp 
butter. Add %4 tsp margarine, Y tsp salt, dash pepper and 1 cup 
applesauce. Combine with egg plant. Saute in 2 thsp butter, Y2 cup 
chopped walnuts, add egg plant mixture. Fill egg plant shell. Sprin- 
kle top with cornflakes. Bake in hot oven 20-25 min. Serve from shell. 
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Here in Home Management House, students learn homemaking under Miss Brass- 
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field’s supervision. Many of the recipes the girls learn are made with Carnation Milk. 


l've taught home 
economics for 

26 years. | cook 
with Carnation!” 


says: 

Miss Jimsiana Brassfield 
Director of 

Home Economics, 
Central State College, 
Wilberforce, Ohio 





Miss Brassfield is one of America’s best- 
known authorities on good food! 


Although she has both a Bachelor’s and 
Master's Degree in Home Economics 
and Administration — and though her 
teaching career spans more than 26 
years — she’s constantly studying latest 
developments in her chosen profession. 
She’s active in America’s top educa- 
tional and home economics organiza- 
tions, and her favorite hobbies are try- 
ing new recipes and conducting cooking 
schools. Two of her major interests are 
the college’s Nursery School and Home 
Management House programs, both of 
which she started. 


‘I much prefer Carnation for demon- 
stration in my college classes, and in 
my own kitchen at home,” says Miss 
Brassfield.“For when I try a new recipe 
with Carnation, I just know it'll come 
out perfect the first time!” 


You'll prefer Carnation too! 


WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 


$i} 





It’s ‘‘High School Day” at the col- 
lege, as Miss Brassfield (right) ex- 
plains modern food equipment to fu- 
ture homemakers. After class there 
will be cocoa made with Carnation! 





At the ‘House of Brassfield’s’’— 
student housing center in Columbus 
—she relaxes with her brother and 
sister-in-law (center) over coffee 
“‘creamed’”’ with Carnation. 


Miss Brassfield says: “See how rich cocoa is 
made with Carnation!’’ 

| iia hile: sealants . 

! CARNATION } 
r~~™" HOLBAY COCOA ~~ q 


(Makes 4 servings) 
\ Yq cup cocoa 
! 
I 


! 

! 
1% cups (large can) |! 

Yq cup sugar undiluted CARNATION /| 
EVAPORATED MILK 
Combine cocoa ! 
with sugar and 1 
% cup water in : 
1 

' 

i 

1 

i 

i 

1 

1 














saucepan until 
smooth. Add 1% 
cups water mixed 
with Carnation. 
Heat to just below 
boiling and 
serve at once. 






“‘from Contented Cows”’ 
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Applesauce Pudding: 
Combine 2 cups of canned apple sauce, 4 
cup of orange rind and % cup of orange 
juice. Combine 1% cups of graham cracker 
crumbs, 1 tsp cinnamon, % cup brown 
sugar, Y_ cup melted butter and Y2 cup 
broken walnuts. Grease baking dish and 
add alternate layers of applesauce mixture 
with crumb mixture and sprinkle each layer 
with shredded coconut, ending with a layer 
of coconut. Bake in a moderate oven 350F 
for 20 minutes. Serve hot or cold with 


cream, 
, 
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Here’s a new kind of fruit cup made doubly 
good by combining fresh eating apples, 
apple cider with orange, banana and melon 
balls. It can be as a first course or dessert. 


3X 


For something new and different as a relish 
for your holiday turkey and roasts, nothing 
could be more delectable than a tasty relish 
made with red cabbage and apple sauce. 
Just combine 1 pound jar of red cabbage 
and 2% cups of applesauce; heat, stirring 
lightly. Relish may be made with fresh 
cabbage, by shredding cabbage fine, add- 
ing a bit of salt, sugar, celery seed, juice 
of Y% lemon and 4 cup of water. Steam 
until cabbage is done and add applesauce. 
Serves 6. 
































Forbidden Love 
(Continued from Page 36) 





' tried to resist. made excuses, tried to put 
' him off. But Rod said. “Will you marry 
' me, Peg?,” and in the total happiness of 
' my victory. I resisted no more. I had let 
Rod make love to me... . 

It had come as a shock at first, the mem- 
ory of the night before. for it was only the 
second time in my life that I had experi- 
enced this kind of love. . . . 
























nce, % I didn’t want to remember the first time. 
orengi It had happened years before, when I was 
cracker living with my parents in a Harlem slum 
Leoestl flat, one of the few white girls in the neigh- 
Yo cup borhood. The boy was a Negro who lived 
sh and | down the block. We'd fooled around a bit 
mixture | —Movies, dancing at the Savoy. nothing 
-h layer more serious than that until that night 
a layer when we were on our way home from a 
2 350F | Show. The boy—his name was Dave—sug- 
ld with | gested that we go for a stroll in Central 

Park to escape the oppressing heat of a 





summer’s night, and reluctantly I agreed. 

But that was nine years ago. | had put 
all that behind me. Dave hadn’t entered 
'my mind until now, and now only by a co- 
incidence. I was a long ways from the filth 
‘of that Harlem slum; I had a nice bach- 
elor-girl apartment in a smart section of 
town. I had a good job as a secretary in 
one of New York’s swankiest office build- 
‘ings. And my careful campaign for my 
‘complete emancipation from my poor be- 
ginning had paid off last night when Rod 
asked me to marry him. In a little while, 
I'd be married to millions! 

No. I couldn’t afford to think about 
Dave. Yet. I wondered what had happened 
to him. He had been a nice boy, hand- 
some too, a star on our high school football 
team. And he once told me he wanted to 
become a doctor... . 
| I tried to shake the memory of Dave out 
of my head. Slowly I pulled my legs out 
| from under the sheet, swung them down to 
the floor, stood up, stretched and yawned. 
Sun edged in under the window shade, and 
I knew it was going to be another warm 
day in New York. Then I remembered the 
office work. I had to call, make some ex- 
cuse for being late. Just as I reached the 
phone, it rang again. 

I picked up the receiver, said: 

ello . tie 

“Hi. Darling.” It was Rod. 


e doubly 

apples, 
id melon 
dessert. 


: “Did you call me a half-hour ago?” 
dod relish “Yes, I did. sweetheart,” he said, a smile 
nothing in the tone of his voice. 
sty relish} «1 wanted to find out if you’d changed 
Je sauce} your mind.” 
cabbage “Changed my ‘mind about what, Rod?” 
, StUTUBT “About marrying me.” 
ith fresh} “Oh that —” 
ne; add- I could feel his spirits fall. 
ed, juice “Forgive me, Rod,” I said quickly. “I’m 
r. Steam F nop really awake yet. Of course, I haven’t 
plesauce. changed my mind. Have you?” 

“Not a chance. And besides. after what 








happened last night, you’ve got to marry 
me now.” 

“Now is that so?” I teased. 

“That’s the way it’s gotta be and that’s 
the way it’s gonna be.” 

“All right, Rod—if you say so.” 

There was a pause before he spoke again. 
“Tt can’t be too soon for me, Peg. I wish 
we could get our tests and license today 
and get married three days from now. But 
I don’t think I can swing it. You haven’t 
met my mother yet—and, well, | think it 
would be right for you to meet her before 
we got married. Don’t you agree?” 

I wondered. Suppose Rod’s mother didn’t 
approve of me. Suppose she demanded so- 
cial-register class for her son. Suppose she 
put her foot down, threatened to disinherit 
Rod if he married me. All my plans, all my 
years of working hard and straight-laced 
living, would be for nothing. Yet, Rod was 
a man 28 years old; surely he could marry 
whomever he wanted to. 

“T’ll be happy to meet your mother, 
Rod.” 

“Swell.” he said. “Now, let’s see. What 
are we going to do tonight?” 

“Maybe I should stay in tonight, Rod. 
and get some sleep—so I can get to work on 
time. I’m still a working girl, you know.” 

“Not for long, Honey. Not for long.” 
Then with complete confidence in himself: 
“Tell you what, suppose I call Tim and 
Barbara and we make a quiet foursome for 
tonight. We'll go to an intimate club for 
dinner, a few drinks, and then break it up 
early. How does that sound to you?” 

I knew I shouldn’t go; I needed rest. 
But, after all, I was to be Mrs. Ryan. | 
couldn’t let my husband-to-be down. “All 
right, Rod.” I said. “Now, bye, bye—I’ve 
got to go to work.” 

“Be sweet, darling. See you at eight.” 

I looked at the clock again, and felt 
worried. I’d never been this late getting 
to work since I’d gotten the job five years 
ago. What could I say? A headache? No. 
That was too pat. And besides, I was too 
confounded healthy to make such an ex- 
cuse. I decided I'd just call and say that 
I had to take care of some business—ur- 
gent business—and would be in as soon as 
I could get there. Why hadn’t I called 
sooner? Well, this business had come up 

overnight. I hadn’t thought it would take 
so long. It still didn’t sound right. But 
what could I do? I called and told my lit- 
tle white lie, then rushed to make coffee, 
drink a cup, bathe, and dress for the office. 

All the while, I thought about Rod and 
I. I was almost ready to swallow a batch 
of melodramatic talk about how wonderful 
a country America was—how a poverty- 
stricken girl from the Harlem slums could 
grow up here and marry a millionaire! It 
was all true, but I wasn’t thinking that way 
this morning. Instead, I was all filled with 
joy at having set my sights high, of having 
worked for my goal, and having almost 
reached it. 

I'd sworn after high school that I 
wouldn’t ever be poor again. I wasn’t ever 


going to live in the slums again. Oh, | 
didn’t go snooty on people; I just moved 
away, downtown, and lost myself in hard 
work and study. I went to business school 
for the kind of knowledge that would help 
me earn a decent living; I went to charm 
school for the kind of knowledge that 
would help me hook a rich man. I made 
good “marks” at both schools, and I was 
proud of myself. 

Of course, the fact that I was attractive— 
Rod said I was beautiful—had helped, too. 
My looks had helped me get a jo'' when | 
applied to Mr. Burton at the brokerage 
house. And my looks caught Rod’s eye that 
day when he came to see Mr. Burton on 
business. The boss had introduced us. and 
we had done the rest. 

Immediately impressed by the aristo- 
cratic, thin handsomeness of Rod. 1 was 
delighted when he invited me to dinner. 
My clothes, I thought, were good—but I 
couldn’t take any chances. I drew my little 
savings account to a dangerous low and 
splurged on “exclusive” stuff for my date 
with Rod. And it had been a good invest- 
ment. It had been Rod and | for dates 
ever since. Last night, he’d proposed. 


WAS GOING DOWN on the elevator 

in our building when I thought of Dave 
again, and immediately wished I could 
forget him! I almost wished then that I 
hadn’t lived so straight-laced those past 
nine years, for if I had only let other men 
make love to me, I wouldn’t be thinking 
of this poor Negro boy when I should have 
been thinking excitedly of my rich hus- 
band-to-be. 

Yet, Dave had been nice—not like the 
other boys in our neighborhood. Some of 
them could be pretty rough; not because 
they were Negroes, but because of the 
filthy, depressing environment in which 
they lived. Nobody gave much of a damn 
about them, not even their parents, and so 
they just drifted through life, taking what- 
ever came along, and a lot that didn’t. I 
remembered the times my father’s little 
grocery store had been robbed, and how 
he’d come home mad and exasperated. The 
store hardly brought us a living as it was; 
father couldn’t afford robberies. He would 
berate all Negro people and swear he was 
moving out of Harlem; but mother would 
tell him that race had nothing to do with it. 
She’d pick up a copy of the Daily News 
and show him stories of much bigger rob- 
beries, killings, rackets by white gangs. 
and father would simmer down. I agreed 
with mother, for I had found friends among 
the Negro girls. I had learned that they 
were neither better nor worse than I. We 
were all poor people, living in a broken- 
down section of New York City. We were 
all victims of the slums. 

But, somehow, Dave didn’t seem to be a 
victim. Like I said, he was different. He 
was strong and kind; smart and thought- 
ful; and he had the gleam of hope in his 
brown eyes. He wanted to be a doctor, 
wanted it badly, and when he talked about 
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it. you had to believe that he’d make it, 
although it seemed the odds were stacked 
against him. He’d talked about it that 
night in Central Park, and, as we strolled 
through the tall grass, I had said I knew 
he would make it. Grateful, Dave had 
stopped, embraced me, and it was then that 
I first learned what it was to be a woman. 

Last night, with Rod, had been the sec- 
ond time. There would be no more, I 
vowed, until Rod had placed the ring on 
my finger. But even as I thought of Rod 
and made my vow, even as I was whisked 
up to oun floor in the Chrysler building, I 
wondered again—what had happened to 
Dave? 

Exactly at eight o’clock, Rod rang the 
bell at my apartment door. I wasn’t quite 
ready. | had on my stockings and under- 
things, my face was fixed, but I hadn’t got- 
ten into my new shantung dress. Quickly, 
I put on my robe, and rushed to let Rod in. 
No sooner was he in than was I in his arms 
again. Rod’s lips crushed mine for a long 
moment, and then he said: “Honey, this 
was the longest day of my life. Time passed 
so slowly. All I could think about all day 
was seeing you again—at eight o'clock!” 
He kissed me again, cradled me in his 
arms. 

After a while, I gently pushed him away 
and said, “I'll be ready in just a moment, 
Rod.” 

“I told Tim we’d meet him and Barbara 
at half past eight,” Rod said. “But I could 
call our date off and we could stay here 
and have fun.” 

“No, Rod. We can’t disappoint Tim and 
Barbara. After all, they’re our best friends.” 

[ read a flash of disappointment in Rod’s 
face, but he said: “You're right of course.” 

{ left him in my little living room then 
and rushed to get dressed. I felt good all 
over as the shantung dress slipped over my 
head and down over my body. I looked 
into the mirror and liked what I saw. I 
was attractive! God had given me a pretty 
face, with big blue eyes and a wide, hand- 
some mouth. The bottom lip was full—I 
touched up my lipstick. then wet it lightly 
with my tongue. I reached into my jewelry 
box and got out my gleaming pearl neck- 
lace and a small pair of matching earrings. 
I inspected myself again in the mirror. 
H-mmmmmmm. Not bad. I went to Rod, 
and we left to meet Tim and Barbara at 
the Stork Club. 

Sitting there in this famous club, having 
dinner and drinking with Rod, Tim, and 
Barbara. | couldn’t help but marvel again 
at how far I had come along in the world. 
This was an “exclusive” place. So exclu- 
sive, truth is, that if Billingsley, the owner, 
even thought I'd been in love with a Negro 
boy long years ago, I probably would have 
been barred from the place. 

\s it was. Rod represented 10 million 
dollars and Tim represented as much or 
more—I'd found out by reading the Wall 
Street Journal—and that meant they auto- 
matically traveled in the best circles. If I 
was with them, it was okay. I wondered, 
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as I glanced around the room into the faces 
of spoiled, rich playboys and _playgirls, 
what would have happened if Dave had 
brought me to the Stork one night . . . 

There it was again: a thought of Dave. 
God, wouldn’t I ever forget him? For nine 
years, he’d been out of my mind. Since 
mother and father died, a year apart, I 
hadn’t even thought about Harlem. I'd sold 
father’s little store and our old furniture 
and bid goodbye to the neighborhood for 
all time. Now, when I was on the verge of 
marrying into a rich, Oyster Bay family, I 
couldn’t rid my mind of Dave. Damn! 
what’s wrong with me? What’s happened 
to all the mental control built up all these 
years? I couldn’t figure it. It just didn’t 
fit. Me, Rod, Tim, and Barbara, in the 
Stork for dinner and drinks, and I’m think- 
ing about a Negro boy I’d known in high 
school . . . 

“Enjoying yourself, Peg?” 

“Huh? Oh—sure,” I stumbled as Rod 
brought me back to the present, “Love 
it—” 

“Just wondered,” he said. “You looked 
sort of bored. I thought maybe we should 
go to another club—” 

“T’m having loads of fun,” I said. 

Then Barbara spoke up: “I was think- 
ing, Rod, since you mentioned going to 
another club, why don’t we go uptown to- 
night? I hear they’ve got a couple of hot 
clubs up there, and I feel like letting my- 
self go—” 

Rod turned to get my reaction. “I like 
the Stork,” I said. 

“I do, too,” Barbara persisted, “but we 
can come here any old time. I say, let’s go 
slumming—” 

I winced at the word, and I wanted to 
say, “No,” but I didn’t say it. I didn’t 
want to be a wet rag, yet I couldn’t see 
any fun in going back to Harlem. I’d been 
born there, had lived there, and glad to be 
out of the place—for good. Harlem just 
wasn’t in my scheme of things— 

“What do you say, Peg?” It was Bar- 
bara pressing her point. 

“Whatever the majority says—” 

Barbara was a pretty girl, the Latin type, 
with dark hair and fire in her eyes. When 
she set her mind to something, she did it— 
everything that is, except holding drinks. 
When Barbara had too much in her, she 
could be embarrassing. Tim seemed to be 
thinking the same, frowning as Barbara 
pushed her point. 

As it turned out, we voted to go uptown. 
[ voted reluctantly. Rod followed me. Bar- 
bara voted enthusiastically. Only Tim said 
he was against it. “Some other time,” he 
said, but he lost out. three to one. 

After a long cab ride, we pulled up in 
front of a small club on Eighth Avenue, 
and although gaudy prosperity was every- 
where, in the bright neon sign, glittering, 
mirrored interior of the bar, I felt again 
the oppressiveness of the old Harlem [d 
known. It was incongruous, I thought, all 
this apparent luxury when right around 
the corner was filth and poverty and life 


with odds stacked high against anything 
better. Even wartime prosperity hadn't 
made Harlem any more attractive to me, 
although I noticed that everyone was well- 
dressed and appeared able to afford a night 
out like this. 

No one paid special attention to us as 
we entered; there were several other white 
couples crowded at the bar, and one cou- 
ple sitting in a leather-backed booth over 
against the wall. They were making love, 
in kiss and embrace, oblivious of everyone 
else. 

Rod pushed his way up to the crowded 
bar, and somehow or other, room was made 
for the rest of us. I sat on a stool as Rod 
ordered “four martinis, very dry.” After 
them, came others. We had more than, an 
hour before the show, Rod learned, and he 
seemed to prefer drinking at the bar to 
going into the club proper, where, he said, 
“it’s not crowded enough for comfort.” 

Some one slipped a coin into the juke 
box. and a baritone voice sang a love song. 
| remembered that it was the voice of Herb 
Jeffries, and the song he sang was / Get 
Ideas. It wasn’t much different from being 
downtown, I thought; certainly if this was 
Barbara’s idea of a hot club, she would be 
disappointed .. . 

Somewhere during our drinking, I won- 
dered where Barbara was. It was only a 
thought. Rod and I and Tim had been 
talking, and the thought finally came that 
Barbara wasn’t saying much tonight. I 
looked on the other side of Tim, and saw 
that she wasn’t there. I don’t know why; 
but at once I was a bit frightened by her 
absence. It had nothing to do with the fact 
that she was a white girl in a Negro club. 
[ knew no one would bother her. It was 
just, as I told you, Barbara couldn’t be 
trusted after she’d had a few drinks. 

My first thought was-that she’d gone to 
the rest room. I decided to go after her, 
just in case... 

But she wasn’t there. I looked into the 
club, and didn’t see her either. I was get- 
ting worried. I was about to leave the club 
and go back to the bar when f-saw her. 
She was sitting at a table in the back of 
the club—and she was kissing a Negro 
man! 


OOD HEAVENS! I thought immedi- 
ately. This is going to be a mess un- 
less I can get her out of here. 

I walked over to the table and said, “Bar 
bara, let’s go back to the bar.” But she 
didn’t answer. I saw that she was thor- 
oughly drunk and was oblivious to all but 
the big, handsome Negro who held her 
close as they kissed. Panic welled up in- 
side me as I tried again. 

“Barbara ¢ 

The man broke off their kiss to say, 
“Why don’t you go away, lady. Can't you 
see we don’t want to be disturbed?” 

“Yeth,” Barbara said, “go a-way—” 

Helpless, I turned to go back in the bar 
when I saw Rod and Tim coming toward 
me. 
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“Where’ve you—” Rod started to ask a 
question, but I motioned his gaze to Bar- 
bara with my eyes. “What the hell!” he 
exclaimed. Tim saw at the same time and 
rushed over to the table where Barbara and 
the man sat, scattering chairs about in his 
mad dash to get his wife out of the man’s 
arms. 

Scared, I stood silently as Tim grabbed 
Barbara’s arms and pushed her none too 
gently toward Rod. Barbara would have 
fallen hadn’t Rod held her up. Then Tim 
went for the man, who disentangled himself 
from the table and came up swiftly to meet 
Tim’s charge. 

Tim got in the first blow, around-house 
right, but it caught the Negro man on the 
shoulder and didn’t stop his charge. The 
Negro got in the second punch, also a right, 
but this one was hard and true and laden 
with power, straight to Tim’s jaw. Tim 
slammed backward, and as he fell, his head 
hit on a table edge. He collapsed in a sod- 
den heap on the floor, blood spurting out of 
his forehead. 

Rod tried to sit Barbara down so he 
could get at the Negro man, but just then 
a bouncer came up and said roughly, 
“What’s going on here?” 

The Negro man straightened his coat and 
shrugged. “I wouldn’t know,” he said. “I 
was sitting here with this chick, who’d 
come over to my table, when this mug 
comes in slugging. I had to put him away. 
That’s all.” 

“Yeah,” the bouncer said. “Poor white 
tiash. Always starting trouble. But when 
it gets downtown, it’s the Negro’s fault—” 

Rod spoke up: “It’s his wife—” 

The bouncer gave him a scornful look. 
“I wouldn’t doubt that, buddy. But if he 
knows how she is, he should keep her away 
from other men—” 

I was a bit surprised that Rod didn’t put 
up more of a fight, but I knew Barbara had 
started it. I guess Rod did, too. He just 
stood there helpless, looking from first 
Barbara and then Tim. 

The bouncer turned to the Negro man 
who’d hit Tim and said, “You’d better 
scram. I don’t think there’ll be any trouble 
—” Then, moving toward Tim he said: 
“Somebody’d better get a doctor. The guy’s 
bleeding all over the place.” 

“T'll call Dave on my way out,” said the 
guy who'd hit Tim. 

Rod helped the bouncer get Tim off the 
floor and into a chair while a few people 
crowded around to see what the trouble 
was. “Scatter,” the bouncer told them, and 
they started to move off, only to regroup as 
a tall, handsome Negro man rushed up 
carrying a small black case. He was the 
doctor. 

“What’s up, Harry?” the doctor asked 
the bouncer. 

“Oh, one of those things, Dave—” 

Suddenly the name rang a bell. “Dave 
-.. Dave.” I remembered . . . Dave 
Johnson . . . he said he’d be a doctor some 
day . . . but, no, this was too much of a 
coincidence. This had to be another Dave. 
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But, yes—he was strongly built, bigger 
than I remembered Dave; handsome in a 
rugged, he-man sort of way. The suit he 
wore was only partially pressed, as if it 
had been worn many days in a row, yet 
even the drabness of it couldn’t detract 
from the handsomeness of the man, nor 
the catching efficiency of the doctor as he 
examined Tim’s head and began work. 

Our eyes met momentarily as he glanced 
up to say, “We'll have to take him to the 
Clinic.” I thought I saw recognition flash 
in his, but I wasn’t sure. He didn’t speak 
to me; he didn’t even look my way again. 

“Better come along,” Rod said a bit 
later. “I understand the doctor has a clinic 
across the street. After he fixes Tim’s 
head, we'll get the hell out of here. What 
a mess!” 

Yes, wasn’t it? I remembered, ironical- 
ly, that I hadn’t wanted to go slumming in 
the first place. It had been Barbara’s idea, 
and she had gotten us into this mess. And 
she still sat in the chair, half-slumped over 
the table, oblivious of all the trouble she’d 
caused. 

“What about Barbara?” I asked Rod. 
“She’s in no condition to walk.” 

“She'll have to walk,” Rod said. 

The doctor said, “Mix a little ammonia 
in water and give it to her. It'll bring her 
around.” 

The bouncer ordered a waiter to get the 
stuff, then he, and the doctor carried Tim 
out. Rod stayed behind with Barbara and 
me. By the time she had come around, the 
doctor had taken stitches in -Tim’s head, 
bandaged it up, and he was back, looking 
all disheveled and sheepish. 

“She sure made a mess of things,” Tim 
said to no one in particular. 


“She sure did,” I said. 


WOULDN’T LET Rod come in when I 

got back to my apartment, and I guess 
he figured I’d enough for one night; he 
didn’t press himself on me. We had a quick 
goodnight kiss and he was gone. 

I was pretty tired out by it all. To tell 
the truth, all that mess at the club had 
sobered me up, leaving a dull feeling 
where I should have been bubbly. I went 
slowly to my kitchen for a quick cup of 
coffee, then to the bedroom, where I had 
begun undressing when I heard the door- 
bell ring. 

It startled me, yet I thought at once that 
it was Rod, back for another try. I loved 
him, wanted to marry him, but I didn’t 
want to see him tonight. Hastily I threw 
my robe on over my underthings and start- 
ed to the door to tell him just that. 

I opened the door— 

“Hello, Peg,” Dave said, smiling. “Long 
time, no see.” 

While I stood there too surprised to 
speak, Dave came on in and quietly closed 
the door. For a long moment, he just 
stood there looking at me, the fire in his 
brown eyes reflecting more than just inter- 
est, yet I knew by his manner that he 
meant no harm. 
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Finally, I said: “What are you doing 
here? How did you find me? Why did 
you come? Don’t you know you could get 
in bad trouble doing this?” 

“Not so fast,” Dave said. “First, how 
about us sitting down?” Taking me gently 
by the arm, he walked over to the sofa, 
where both of us sat. I was still tied up 
by surprise. I didn’t resist. 

“Now,” Dave said, “Ill answer your 
questions, one by one. I’m here because 
I just had to see you again—tonight! 
Finding you was easy. All I did was wait 
until you and your friends left the club, 
then I followed in my car. Why am I 
here? Well, that’s a long story, one that 
goes back several years—to that night in 
Central Park. I came because I love you, 
Peg; because I’ve never forgotten you. Be- 
cause I’ve got to have you—” 

“Dave—you, you must be drunk, or 
crazy. You don’t know what you’re saying. 
Why—” 

“I know. I know. I may be crazy, al- 
though I don’t think so. All I know is, all 
these years I loved you. I looked for you 
everywhere I’ve gone in New York. I knew 
that sooner or later I'd find you, and I 
promised myself I’d never let you go again. 
Well, tonight, when I walked into that 
club and saw you, I knew my luck was get- 
ting better—” 

“It'll get a lot worse quick if you don’t 
get out of here,” I said angrily. 

“T’ll have to take the chance, Peg. I’ve 
just got to. Can’t you understand, I love 
you and I want to marry you. Oh, I know 
there’re problems, but—” 

As insane, as totally absurd as Dave’s 
coming and his speech was, I just couldn’t 
stay angry with him. I looked into the 
depths of those brown eyes and knew that 
he spoke the truth. He was in love with 
me! He had looked for me all those years. 
He couldn’t forget that night in Central, 
just as I hadn’t forgotten it. I caught my- 
self, then, tried to throw those thoughts 
out of my mind. I was being crazy now! 
How could I think of such a thing as this? 
It wasn’t that Dave was Negro and I was 
white; that had never bothered me, and 
obviously it didn’t bother him. But for all 
those long years I'd planned and sacrificed 
for my goal—a rich husband. Now I had 
Rod. I couldn’t think of giving him up 
with all his millions and the social standing 
and security he guaranteed for a silly in- 
fatuation, years ago, with a Negro boy 
who’d grown up to be a poor doctor in 
Harlem. 

I studied this man again—and I had to 
admit that in spite of his shabby clothing, 
the tired rings under his eyes, his being of 
another race, he was a compelling, fasci- 
nating man. 

a a 

I started to tell him it wouldn’t work, 
all about my forthcoming marriage, but 
suddenly, Dave reached out and pulled me 
to him. In spite of all my will and fine 
intentions, I felt myself warming to his 
embrace, returning his kisses. All of a 





sudden, I was a kid again, in Central Park, 
and the thrill of it was almost more than 
I could bear— 

I managed to push him away from me, 
“Dave, you shouldn’t have done that! You 
... You—” 

“T know, Peg,” he said. 
a man has to take.” 

Then his eyes appraised me. 
“You’re a lovely woman, Peg. 
dreamed you’d be so beautiful—” 

I got up. “This is all crazy, Dave. To 
tell the truth, I don’t know why I don't 
call the cops and—” 

“You could call them, Peg. I wouldn't 
try to stop you. But I’ve found out what 
I wanted to know. You still love me—" 

“Love you? Why that’s ridiculous! Do 
you think that just because—” 

He smiled. “Call it what you will, Peg; 
it’s love. And one day you'll learn that 
true love is something money can’t buy.” 
With that, he was gone. 

I went to bed, but I didn’t sleep. My 
thoughts were al] jumbled. First, the mess 
Barbara had started; now a midnight visit 
from a man I hadn’t seen since we both 
were kids in puppy love and game to try 
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and find out what life was all about. . 
All night I twisted and turned. Once f 

I got up and made a cup of coffee. I spat ( 
it out; it wouldn’t go down right. Iturnedf * 
on the little radio on the table by my bed, b 
thinking music might help put me to sleep. h 
Instead, a husky-voiced girl sang a bluep ™ 
love-song, and, although I fought it down) i 
I knew that I had enjoyed Dave’s kiss—} * 
that he was twice the man Rod was. . 
i 

STILL I WAS DETERMINED to marnf *° 
Rod. I decided that somehow, some di 
way I would force him to marry me soon, dr 
I just couldn’t Jet my body rule my head— 
There was nothing to be gained by throw th 
ing all of these years away just for the) ™ 
animal thrill I got from Dave’s kiss. The 
rest of the night, I tried to figure an angle nis 


so I could force Rod into a quick marriage. 


Rod called me at the office the next “a 


morning, a Friday, and he had good news 


After inquiring how I’d spent the night, lea 
repeating his words of love and telling mep ™” 
how much he had wanted me last night) 7°" 
Rod said: “Mother and dad are going out ~ 
of town for a few days, leaving tonight. d 

When you get off tonight, rush home and a 
get some things packed. You’re going ou! laug 
to the Ryan estate for a real weekend. F 


We'll have the place practically to ourf »3, 


selves. Guess I'll invite Tim and Bar 
bara—” 

My heart leaped for joy. This was even 
better than anything I could have planned. 
A whole weekend! I should be able tof yo 
convince Rod that we should elope while 
his mother and dad were gone. That was 
it! My head clicked through the obst« 
cles. The one thing I'd been scared off up 
was Rod’s mother. I hadn’t met her. Ty 
tell the truth, I’d put off meeting her bef me 
cause I’d heard that she was a pretty o~ fur 
person. Barbara had told me once thal 
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Rod was really a spoiled boy, still tied to 
his mother’s apron strings, although he 
tried to act independent, and that even 
though old Mr. Ryan had made the family 
fortune, Mrs. Ryan ran the show. But now, 
with Mrs. Ryan out of the way, and Rod 
already begging me to let him stay some 
nights at my place— 

It sounded easy. I breezed through my 
day at the office, whistling, humming a 
little tune. I was so gay that my boss 
asked once, “What’s up, Peg? Getting 
married or something?” 

“Could be,” I tossed the words at him 
and kept on singing. 

Could be, indeed; 
think of that? 

There it was again. A thought about 
Dave. Couldn’t I get that man off my 
mind? Why had he barged back into my 
life? Why hadn’t he stayed hidden away 
in my memory? What did he hope to gain 
now? What could he gain? Oh, well. It 
was just too bad about Dave. After this 
weekend, I’d be Mrs. Rodney Ryan, with 
just the slightest bit of luck. 

Rod picked me up in one of the family 
ears, a big, black sedan. He was a master- 
ful driver. Soon we were heading through 
Queens. Swift minutes later, we were pull- 
ing out into the section where the “blue 
bloods” lived. I marveled at how neighbor- 
hoods changed according to the amount of 
money people had. Oyster Bay, to me, was 
like heaven, and the Ryan home was like 
a big English castle. Set back from the 
road, partially hidden by tall, green trees, 
it appeared to be just the sort of place 
you'd match with millions. Sedate, big, 
dignified; lawns neatly manicured; a side 
drive that led to a four-car garage; a pri- 
vate beach, a stable of horses. Oh, this was 
the life, the life I would have to accustom 
myself to! 

Rod and I hadn’t spoken much on the 
way out, just small talk, a joke about the 
night before, prospects for a love-filled 
weekend, and when he’d spoken of that, 
he squeezed me with his free arm and 
leaned close to plant a kiss lightly on my 
mouth. I’d teased him then, “Better keep 
your eyes on the road,” and he’d smiled 
and driven on. Now, he asked: 


what would Dave 


“Well, how do you like the family 
dump?” 
“Some dump,” I said, and we both 


laughed, getting out. 

From out of nowhere, a proper-faced 
man came to take my bags. He led the 
way back into the house. “That’s my man 
Godfrey,” Rod said. “Been with the fam- 
ily for years.” 

Inside, Rod said: “Godfrey will show 
you to your room. I think we still have 
time for a swim before Tim and Barbara 
arive for dinner. Bring your suit?” 

I said, yes, I had, and followed Godfrey 
up a winding flight of stairs and into the 
tast wing of the house, where he showed 
me into a massive bedroom. exquisitely 
furnished in expensive mahogany. 

I don’t know how I managed to change 
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into my swim suit, for this was living far 
above anything I’d ever dreamed of; living 
far above my little apartment which, when 
I had gotten it, had been a big thing in my 
life, as it would have been in the life of 
any girl from the slums. The massive fur- 
niture, the big bed with a satin canopy; 
the expensive chairs, the delicate design on 
the wallpaper—all spelled class. It was 
definitely something I had to get accus- 
tomed to. And, to think, a private beach; 
stables for riding horses; four-car garage. 
Stoic-faced servants to do your bidding. I 
tried to fit myself into the scenery before I 
went down in my new white bathing suit 
beneath my robe. 

Rod was waiting in the great corridor 
as I went down the steps. When he heard 
my footsteps, he came to meet me, stop- 
ping me as my foot hit the bottom step to 
squeeze me in his arms and kiss me. 

Releasing me after a moment, he said: 
“How do you like your room?” “Lovely, 
Rod. It’s lovely. I never dreamed—” 

“That’s nothing,” he said, “to what you'll 
have after you’re Mrs. Ryan . . . But now, 
let’s get in that swim before dinner. It’s 
hot out, and just right for a swim. 

So began my fabulous weekend at Rod’s 
home. If only I’d known how it would 
end— 

After the swim that night, Rod and I 
went in to get ready for dinner. Tim and 
Barbara had arrived, so Rod made them at 
home while I went to dress. 

Then came dinner in the Ryan dining 
room, six courses, with servants. Then 
drinks out on the lawn, with soft romantic 
music played by Rod’s portable record 
player, and sparkling stars overhead to fit 
the mood of love. There, in Oyster Bay, 
Rod again poured out the story of his great 
love for me. Forgetting Tim and Barbara, 
Rod and I lost ourselves in a world of our 
own until I knew it had to be all or noth- 
ing at all, right then and there. I had to 
put Rod off with an excuse— 

“No, Rod,” I said. “Not now—” 

“Let’s go to your room, then—” 

“No, Rod.” 

“May I come there later?” 

“No, Rod.” 

“But why not, darling?” 

“Marry me first—” 

“Oh, Darling, it will be soon now. What 
can matter?” 

“Not tonight, dear. Besides I’ve had a 
hard day. I want to get some sleep so I 
can get up with the birds in the morning. 
[ want to enjoy every moment of tomorrow, 
Rod. Every single moment from sun-up to 
midnight, and I want to be with you all 
those moments. So, tonight, I sleep—” 

I could see the fire of passion, the fire 
of want, build higher and higher in Rod. 
It took great effort for him to accept my 
refusal, and that’s the way it would be 
from then on. I meant to tease Rod, fire 
his desire, higher and higher, until he 
could hold out no longer. And then we 
would elope and get married—before the 
weekend was over. 
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I got up to leave and Barbara said, “Go- 
ing in so soon?” 

“Got to get my beauty rest,” I said. 

“Smart girl,” Barbara said. “Wish I 
could go with you, but I’ve got something 
to make up to this man of mine—” 

Tim laughed easily. “Yes,” he said, 
“she’s working off a fine for the other 
night.” 

“Oh, hush, Tim,” Barbara said. “I want 
to forget it.” 

I left them then, walking resolutely to 
the house, giving Rod no chance to keep 
me outside, where I knew I might weaken 
despite my resolution. He followed me in 
and, as I reached the stairway, I turned 
for a goodnight kiss. It was almost my un- 
doing. I realized I wanted Rod almost as 
badly as he wanted me. But I managed 
to get away and go to my room. 

I had just closed the door of my room 
and was reaching for the light switch when 
I sensed that I wasn’t alone. A window was 
open and a slight breeze stirred the cur- 
tain. Quickly I flipped the switch. “Hello, 
Peg,” Dave said. 

I couldn’t have been more surprised by 
anything than I was to find Dave there in 
my room at Rod’s home. It seemed like 
fiction at that. Yet there he stood, as un- 
perturbed as you please. 

“Are you really crazy, Dave? Don’t you 
know you really could get in terrible trou- 
ble if you’re caught here?” 

“It’s a chance I’]] have to take,” he said 
calmly, repeating the words he’d said at 
my place. 

“Why?” 

“Because I love you, Peg. And I’m going 
to win you—” 

I was exasperated. What could I do? 
What could I say to this fool man to con- 
vince him that I didn’t love him, that I was 
going to marry Rod Ryan? 

“It’s ridiculous. Utterly ridiculous. Who 
would think a respectable young doctor 
would be guilty of house-breaking at Oys- 
ter Bay?” 

He just stood there, hearing me out, as 
patient as Job. “Stranger things have hap- 
pened,” he said, “or aren’t you a movie 
fan anymore?” 

There he was again, taking me back to 
our childhood up in Harlem. Wasn’t he 
ever going to let me forget? 

“How’d you find me anyway?” I asked 
after a moment. 

“Easy,” he said. “I called your place. 
No answer. I had a hunch you might be 
here—the weekend coming up and all. I 
decided to drive out and see just what Oys- 
ter Bay had to offer that Harlem didn’t.” 
He smiled, teasing me. “I was up the 
beach—across the Ryan line—when I saw 
you and your guy go swimming. I waited 
until after dark. When you came up to 
dress for dinner, I got a break: I saw your 
figure silhouetted on the window shade. 
This room’s on the east wing—and, fortu- 
nately, there was a ladder just waiting for 
someone to come along and use it.” 

I hurried to the window to take a look. 





Sure enough, there was a ladder leaning 


up against the house. 


““__the window was unlocked. So I came 


on in, and waited—” 
“And now you're here to do what?” 


Dave moved close to me, placed a hand 
on my arm, gripped me tightly. “Peg, this 
Oyster Bay isn’t for you. Oh, I know you’re 
white and a white person gets all sorts of 
breaks in this country. I know, too, that 
I'm a Negro and can’t offer much else but 
love. I’m just a struggling plastic surgeon, 
operating a Harlem clinic for poor, de. 
formed kids, and the place hardly pays, 
But the love I offer can mean more happi- 
ness for you than this phony life. It sounds 
good now—the millions and all — but 


money can’t buy love—” 


Dave was so earnest and sincere that 
again he had cast doubt where before there 
had been complete confidence. He was like 
a magnet, drawing me to him, forcing me 
to weigh him and Rod, him poor but full 
of love; Rod rich, but still tied to his 
mother’s apron strings, afraid to bring me 
to his home except when his folks were 


away— 


“T came to take you back where both of 
us can be happy,” Dave went on. “It’s not 
too late. Pack your things, and we’ll go 
out the way I came. My car’s not far from 


here—” 


I 


be so much in love with him she’d climb 
down a ladder and run out on a million 
aire boy friend just to love in the Harlem 
slum she’d escaped long ago and all but 
forgotten. 

It was still like a dream, so unreal, s0 
utterly fantastic— 

A knock sounded on the door, interrupt 
ing my thoughts. 

“Peg,” Rod called softly, “are you de 
cent?” 

Apprehension filled my throat. Suppos 
Rod came in and found Dave here with me. 
What would he think? And what would he 
do? I found myself worrying about Dave. 
I knew a Negro, doctor or not, would have 
little chance under such circumstances 
Rod called again— 

“Peg, may I come in?” 

I made sounds as if I were just awaken 
ing. “No, Rod. Not tonight. I’m tired ani 
need sleep. See you bright and early— 
I tried hard to sound sleepy and tired, yel 
hold out a promise of fun for tomorrow. 

“Couldn’t I come in—for just a me 
ment?” 

“No, Rod. Please—” 

There was a long pause, then I hearl 





STOOD, still flabbergasted, pondering 
the naive beliefs of this handsome man 
who thought a beautiful white girl could 
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Rod utter a word of disappointment ani 
slowly footsteps took him away. I turnej 
to Dave: 

“For God’s sake. Get out of here whi 
you can, Suppose Godfrey finds the lat 
der—” 

“Won't you come with me?” 

“No. I can’t. I’ve worked too hard f 
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this, Dave. Can’t you understand a girl 
wanting to forget all about it?” 

Quickly, Dave took me into his arms. “I 
only understand that I love you and al- 
ways have,” he said. “I don’t mean to lose 
you.” Then he kissed me, and there came 
a fire inside me, a burning desire to be 
possessed of this strong man who had 
pledged love and come to take me away. 
Again I compared his kiss to Rod’s, and 
Rod came out a poor second. Again I 
thought of how he made me feel . . . so 
ecstatic, as if in another world, as if float- 
ing on a pleasant cloud, in spite of myself. 
Compared to Rod, Dave was a ball of fire. 
He was a romeo beside a clod-hopper. And 
again I recalled that night in Central Park, 
the days and nights in Harlem when we 
were kids—when I swore Id get out of the 
slums and never return, when Dave swore 
he’d be a doctor. We'd both come a long 
way—but Dave still didn’t want to leave 
Harlem? 

Involuntarily I returned Dave’s kiss. My 
arms went around his neck as he crushed 
me against him, shutting off my breath, 
leaving me suspended in some void that 
was half-way between heaven and hell. 

Then slowly he released me, held me out 
at arm’s length, and asked: 

“Will you come, Peg?” 

At that moment, I wanted to go, but I 
couldn’t. My body wanted to go, but my 
head reminded me of years and years of 
poverty before I got to meet Rod. I 
couldn’t throw it all away to satisfy animal 
passion— 

“I’m sorry, Dave. Maybe it would have 
been different if I'd stayed in Harlem. 
But—” 

His shoulders sagged with hopelessness, 
and he seemed to age before me. It was as 
though he had gambled his life and lost. 

“I’m sorry, Peg. Really sorry. I won’t 
bother you again.” 

“I’m sorry, too, Dave.” 

Then he was gone, and I stood trem- 
bling with worry. Oh, God, suppose Rod 
caught him as he came down the ladder. 
What a mess that would be! Not until I 
heard a car start up in the distance and 
pull away was I able to get into bed. Even 
then, I did not sleep, for there were tears 
and my pillow was wet. 

I arose the next morning with my mind 
made up: I had to find a way to make Rod 
marry me now, while his folks were away. 
We had to elope! I just couldn’t trust my- 
self to wait any longer. Another bout with 
Dave and I might be lost forever. 

After breakfast, Rod and I went for a 
stroll along the beach. He’d been unusu- 
ally quiet all morning, and I wondered 
what was on his mind. 

After a while he said, “I needed you 
terribly last night—” 

“How would you like to have me to- 
night?” I asked, seeing my chance. Rod 
looked at me, surprised. 

“Rod, I feel the same way as you do—” 
I stopped to see what effect this would 





have. 








you let me in last night?” 

“Because, Rod. It wouldn’t have been 
right. But if we were to elope today—to- 
night there wouldn’t be any problem—” 

Rod thought over what I’d said without 
speaking. I went on: There must be a city 
close by where we won’t have to wait three 
days. We could fly out, get married, and 
be back before nightfall—” 

“But, mother—” 

Another problem! Or the same old one! 
Rod had to have his mind made up, and 
I wasn’t even sure his passion was enough 
to do it for him. I sensed in that moment 
if I didn’t marry him while his mother was 
away, my chances would be none at all. 

“Rod, let’s surprise your mother. Let’s 
elope and be married when she gets back. 
Then she couldn’t do anything—” 

The idea seemed to click. Slowly, like 
the rise of a morning’s sun, it took hold, 
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“If that’s so,” Rod asked, “why didn’t 
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and he said: “Let’s get ready and go!” 

Getting away wasn’t without delay. First 
there was Tim and Barbara. We had to 
tell them, and they insisted on drinking 
champagne toasts. Then we had to find a 
town. We finally decided on Elkton, Mary- 
land. Rod had to get money. He borrowed 
$500 from Tim (who just happened to have 
that much with him), then called a private 
airport and ordered a mechanic to ready 
his father’s plane for flight. 

It was just a short drive to the airport. 
But when we arrived, the mechanic was 
almost through getting the plane ready. 
Rod startled me by saying he’d fly us down 
himself. After he saw the look on my face, 
he asked: “Didn’t you know I was in the 
air force during the war?” 

I hadn’t known it. I wondered how 
much else I didn’t know about the man I 
was to marry. 

The plane was a little four-seater. I 
climbed in and Rod followed. He taxied 
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slowly down the runway, turned for the 

take-off, revved the motor, and we were on 

our way to Elkton. 

I’d always been afraid at the start of a 
flight, never feeling easy until the plane 
was in the air. .. . This was no exception; 
I held my breath as we sped down the run- 
way, aching to be off the ground. Fear 
crept into my throat as we sped to the end 
of the runway. And then I saw the trees. 
Fear crept into my throat. Could we make 
it? I was trembling with fear when the 
wheels left the ground. We were airborne! 
. . « for a second, and then as if a great 
hand had grabbed the plane, we seemed 
to stop in midair, then fall. I knew we 
hadn’t cleared the trees, that we would 
crash. I tried to scream, but no sound 
came. The last thing I remembered was 
seeing the dashboard hurl up to hit me in 
the face. 

I awoke in a hospital. Dull at first, 
then clearer, I heard voices. Two men. 
But I couldn’t see. Panic took me as I 
realized that my whole face was bandaged. 
When I tried to reach up and uncover my 
eyes, pain shot through my body, forcing 
me to lie still and gasp for breath. I tried 
to speak, but only a thin croak came out 
of my throat. But it must have been enough 
to attract attention, for one man asked: 

“Are you awake, Miss Roland?” 

I tried to signal yes. 

Again the man’s voice: “Can you hear 
me? Are you awake?” 

I managed to groan a “yes” this time. 

“I’m Dr. Wells,” the man said. “You’re 
in Polytechnic Hospital. You were in an 
accident .. . three days ago—” 

Three days ago! I was shocked. How 
badly was I hurt? Suddenly I remembered 
my face and the bandages. Had my beauty 
been destroyed? Would I be permanently 
disfigured? 

“Luckily,” Dr. Wells said, “the crisis is 
over. You'll be all right. And Mrs. Ryan 
is going to see that you'll get the best of 
care.” 

Mrs. Ryan? What about Rod? 

“Rod?” I asked. “Rod Ryan. Was he 
hurt?” 

“He'll be all right, too,” Dr. Wells said. 
“Just badly shaken up. We sent him home 
day before yesterday. He’s been calling 
for you—” 

What a fate! Here I was probably dis- 
figured for life, and Rod had only been 
shaken up. I wanted to rip the bandages 
off my eyes and rush to a mirror to see how 
I looked— 

I never got a chance to see myself at 
Polytechnic Hospital. For 10 days Dr. 
Wells kept the bandages on. Each time I 
asked about my face, he assured me that 
“everything will be all right.” On the 10th 
day, I felt a terrible itching under the 
bandages. Dr. Wells said that was a sign 
that wounds were healing. He changed the 
bandages, and for the first time my eyes 
weren’t covered. But I still couldn’t see 
myself. There were no mirrors in the room. 
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My compact had been removed from my 
purse. I was sick with fear. I debated sui- 
cide. I wondered about Rod. And Dave. 
What would happen to me? I had come so 
close, yet I was further away now than 
ever. Who would pay the bills? I had a 
small savings account, but I would be dead 
broke if I had to pay for the expensive 
treatment I felt I needed if I even had a 
chance to save my face. 

Maybe I sound awful commercial—but 
I’m telling you how things were before 
Mrs. Ryan came to visit me. 

I had never seen her, although Rod had 
shown me pictures, and I was surprised 
that she looked so young and chic. She 
was dressed conservatively, in a gray suit 
with faint stripes, but her clothes were ex- 
pensive. It was when I saw the look in her 
eyes that I knew she would never have 
approved of me, and why she so completely 
dominated Rod. Even when she attempted 
to be cordial, that look of disgust never 
left her eyes. 

“I’m sorry about what happened,” she 
said, sitting beside my bed. “I couldn’t 
believe it when I heard that you and Rod 
were eloping—” 

“Yes, we were,” I said. “We’re in love.” 

“So Rod kept telling me before he left 
for Miami—” 

Left for Miami? Rod? Gone? 

She sensed the question in my mind and 
answered it. “My dear, this may have been 
a blessing. Rod is a good man, but he isn’t 
very strong. He doesn’t have . . . what 
they call ‘guts.’ He loves you in his way, 
but this accident has him upset. I sug- 
gested that he take a trip. We have a place 
in Miami. It’s quiet there now, off-season 
you know—” 

I couldn’t believe it. 
say—” 

“I told him to go, Miss Roland,” Mrs. 
Ryan said with finality. “It wouldn’t have 
done any good for him to stay in the con- 
dition he was—” 

“But what about me?” 

“I’ve arranged to take care of you. I’m 
having two of the best plastic surgeons in 
the business look at your face tomorrow. 
We’re sparing no expense. And when 
you’re well again there'll be a settlement. 
You'll be cared for handsomely—” 

“And,” I said coldly, “in exchange you 
want me to give up Rod?” 

Mrs. Ryan didn’t answer the question. 
She didn’t have to: it was plain that was 
her plan. 

“Everything will be all right, Miss Ro- 
land,” she said finally. “Believe me, we’re 
all sorry about this.” 

Anger welled up in me. Of all the shoddy 
tricks! I heard that rich people could be 
cold-blooded like death when it come to 
other humans. But I’d never believed it 
until now. 

“Get out!” I shouted as the full impact 
of what she’d said came home, all the way. 
“Get out! And take your filthy money with 
you!” 

Dr. Wells rushed in as I screamed. 


“But didn’t he 








Mrs. Ryan. 

“She’s been through an ordeal,” he told 
her. “She’ll be all right.” 

“T understand,” Mrs. Ryan said, then 
left. 

I don’t know how long I cried after she'd 
gone but it seemed like hours. They were 
hours in which I realized, as my tears irri- 
tated my wounds, that marriage to Rod 
never would have been a success. 

With that realization, I knew what I had 
to do. 

As quickly as my stiff bones would let 
me, I got out of bed and found my clothes, 
I wasn’t really surprised when I discov- 
ered my overnight bag with all the things 
I'd taken to the Ryan home. I guessed 
Mrs. Ryan had brought it with her—or sent 
it over by Godfrey! I dressed hurriedly, 
smiling inwardly as I started to put on lip- 
stick. I knew I’d look frightening with 
the bandage over my head, but I was afraid 
to take it off. 

Covering my head with a blouse, which 
I hoped would look like some kind of scarf, 
I cautiously slipped out of my room and 
down the hospital corridor. Suddenly | 
realized I didn’t know what floor I was on 
—but luck was with me. No one saw me 
as I made the stairway and started down. 
One, two, three flights brought me to the 
street floor. I was scared of chancing the 
front door, so I hunted for a side entrance 
—and made it. Still no alarm. I almost 
stumbled from weakness as the first breath 
of hot night air struck me, but I kept on 
as fast as I could. Gaining the street, | 
hunted for a cab.... 


HE CLINIC was dark when I walked 
up to the door and my heart fell. But 
I knocked anyway. A light went on and | 
heard footsteps. Oh, God, let it be Dave ... 

The door came open and there he was, 
looking more tired and disheveled than I'd 
ever seen him. 

“Dave, I—I didn’t have anyone else to 
turn to—” 

Recognition flooded his face and the 
happy cry he made was my name. 

“Peg!” 

Gently he ushered me inside the shabby 
little clinic. Just before my knees gave 
way and I fainted from exhaustion, I man- 
aged to say: “Dave, I love you.” 

I really meant it too, just as Dave had 
meant all he had told me. Dave examined 
me the next day and told me my face wasn't 
nearly so bad as I’d thought. He said he 
couldn’t guarantee that he’d bring it back 
just the way it was, but he promised a new 
face that would be more beautiful than 
the first. 

That was two years ago. Dave kept his 
promise. Today, I still have my beauty, 
and only Dave and I can pick out the re 
maining scars from his plastic surgery. 

Yes, we’re happily married. We live up 
in Harlem, where Dave feels he is needed. 
I help him at the little clinic. I’m studying 
to be a nurse and I’m glad to be back 
home. THE END 
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Louis Armstrong’s Secret Love 


(Continued from Page 35) 


she saw him whispering to someone. 

“I know you were talking about me be- 
cause you were looking at me,” she would 
tell him. 

Looking back at it, Louis wonders how 
he was able to stand the four years of 
pleasure and pain which Daisy gave him. 
Really, there was pleasure because Daisy 
was very sweet when she wanted to be. 
And he took pride in her good looks. But 
man, man, when she cut loose with that 
temper of hers. 

She was known to throw whole areas of 
human activity into turmoil when she came 
on the scene, mad at her Louis. Then when 
he’d reached the point where his own tem- 
per boiled over, he’d chase her home and 
Daisy would lock the door and scream as 
if someone were out to kill her. Some 
nosey character would call the police and 
Louis would have to flee for fear of being 
locked up. 

To escape this state of constant warfare, 
Louise accepted a job playing on excursion 
ships which cruised the Mississippi. 

When he returned to New Orleans, Louis 
had begun making an important reputa- 
tion. His idol, trumpeter Joe Oliver was 
in Chicago, playing a spot called the Lin- 
coln Gardens and sent for Louis. Here 
was another chance to escape—perhaps 
forever—from Daisy’s explosive passion. 
When he kissed her good-bye Louis didn’t 
dream that he would see her again. But 
that was too good to be true. 

Louis was emancipated in Chicago. Not 
only from Daisy, but also from living as a 
Negro lives in the South. On the wings of 
his new freedom, he soared to fantastic 
eloquence on his horn. The eloquence 
delighted patrons of the Lincoln Gardens. 
And, at first, it delighted Papa Joe who 
considered Louis his protege. But soon, 
Papa Joe’s delight soured. The crowds 
were beginning to pay higher tribute to 
Louis than to Oliver. To correct this, Papa 
Joe kept Louis from taking solos. Who 
knows but what Louis Armstrong might 
have ended up just another man on second 
trumpet if it hadn’t been for Lil Hardin; 

Lil came into Joe Oliver’s band—and 
Armstrong’s life—soon after Louis arrived 
in Chicago. Short, freckled and highly 
animated, she was one of those women 
who seem born with charm. Her clothes 
were fashionable, her performance at the 
piano highly competent. Louis was awed 
by her—especially when he discovered that 
she was a college graduate and could read 
music. In fact, Lil had studied music at 
Fisk for three years and at Chicago Col- 
lege for five. Lil’s recollection of her first 
impressions of Louis are interesting. 

“He had a come-hither twinkle in his 
tyes that kind of annoyed me, but it sort 
of interested me too,” she confesses. “He 
looked like a hick. His clothes were too 
tight. They almost popped. He had a big 





pot belly and he wore his hair in bangs 

At first Louis wasn’t too much at ease 
in Lil’s company. She appeared to be a 
superior being. But he noticed that she 
wasn’t at all stuck-up and that she was 
willing to be friendly. He nursed a sort of 
shy admiration for her. It wasn’t long 
before he found out it was mutual. Lil 
made that known—not only to Louis—but 
to the whole orchestra—the night she gave 
Joe Oliver a “piece of her mind.” 

Lil thought Oliver was treating Louis 
shamefully by preventing him from taking 
solos. She guessed—correctly—that Oliver 
was jealous of the way the crowd received 
Louis’ playing. Without biting her tongue, 
Lil accused Joe of being afraid of com- 
petition from Louis. Joe hotly denied the 
charge but it was Lil’s outburst in defense 
of Armstrong which shamed Oliver into 
allowing Louis the spotlight more often. 
Lil’s championship of him embarrassed 
Louis, but it made him bolder about his 
smouldering designs on her. Overwhelmed 
by the big city atmosphere of Chicago, he 
had been keeping pretty close to Oliver. 
He was boarding at Olivers home. Nightly, 
after work was over, he and Joe left the 
club, went home and feasted on their fa- 
vorite red beans and rice. 

One night, soon after Lil had told Oliver 
off, Louis stood around talking with Lil. 
Oliver called him to go home. 

“Oh, no,” Lil said teasingly. 
I are going out tonight.” 

They went to a little restaurant and 
talked for a long time. Lil believed in 
Louis and the possibilities of his great 
talent. She had dazzling ambitions for 
him. But, she told him, he would never 
get anywhere playing second trumpet to 
Oliver all his life. He must prepare him- 
self—learn to read music. Louis listened 
to her, hypnotized. He actually heard very 
little of what she was saying. He was 
thinking how lucky he was to be with her, 
to have her interested in him. He was 
wishing she would shut up and let him kiss 
her. 

Louis took Lil home. He tried to kiss 
her. She slipped away from him, ran up 
the steps, turned and blew him a kiss and 
disappeared—a very old stunt which has 
enslaved many a man. 

Louis was enslaved. Joe Oliver, good- 
naturedly disappointed that his charge was 
getting out of his clutches, put out a fan- 
tastic lie. He told the other musicians that, 
confidentially, Louis was his (Oliver’s) il- 
legitimate son; that if Lil had serious in- 
tentions, she’d better come and ask Ol 
Papa Oliver for Louis’ hand. The story 
became a choice joke among the musicians. 

Lil didn’t ask Papa Oliver if she could 
marry Louis. But they did marry—after 
Louis arranged for some Chicago attor- 


neys to get him a divorce from Daisy. It | 


turned out later that Daisy knew nothing 
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about the divorce. Before Lil became: the 
second Mrs. Armstrong, she and Louis 
had a most unusual courtship. For long 
hours, Louis sat in Lil’s living room, lis- 
tening as she played the works of great 
masters, explained to him the principles of 
harmony and counterpoint, made him 
study and practise reading. Most of the 
time, she had to restrain him from trying 
to make love. But when he found out that 
Lil meant business, Louis was obedient. 
And he learned fast. Lil took him to con- 
certs, to church teas where he could get 
acquainted with the classics. 

Lil was as proud of Louis as she was 
determined that he make progress. 

“He could whistle better riffs, lying in 
bed, than most trumpet men could play 
on a bandstand,” she recalls. “He’s a 
genius—that’s all. Like Joe Louis. Joe 
was a great fighter. You couldn’t account 
for it, but you just knew it. Those notes 
jumped out of Louis’ horn like a cricket 
jumps out of the grass.” 


L IL’S MOTHER and her friends thought 
her marriage to Louis ridiculous. 

“They didn’t see why I didn’t get some- 
body who was already made,” she says. 
“I was pretty well-known, making almost 
twice as much as Louis. He was just an- 
other musician. I knew he was good, all 
right, but I was determined to make him 
better, just to show everybody.” 

With Lil, Louis settled down and knew 
a happiness and peace he hadn’t dreamed 
possible. They bought a home.in Chicago 
and Louis delighted his new wife by pre- 
senting her with a shiny, new baby grand. 
At the peak of their contentment, of course, 
it was the perfect cue for that holy terror, 
Daisy, Wife No. 1, to come on the scene. 

One night, Joe Oliver noticed a commo- 
tion in the club and people mobbing about 
the entrance. Joe signalled the band to 
play Number Two. Number Two was 
“Tiger Rag,” which bands always leapt 
into, those days, whenever a disturbance 
began. “Tiger Rag” drowned out the noise. 
A waiter came to the bandstand, grinning. 

“There’s some crazy chick outside— 
claims she’s Louis Armstrong’s wife,” he 
reported. “I tried to cool her down by 
telling her Louis’ wife was up on the stage 
at the piano. Man, she just got worse. She 
wants to tear up the joint.” 

Louis shot off the stage and went to the 
front door. He persuaded Daisy to stop 
shouting and cursing and go down the 
street with him to a coffee shop. He showed 
her his divorce decree. She tore it up. He 
exhibited his marriage license. She ripped 
it into shreds. Then Louis began talking 
fast—probably faster than he’d ever talked 
before. He had to. His experienced eye 
had observed the outline of a razor under 
Daisy’s garter. He must have promised her 
the moon and stars. Anyway, he persuaded 
Daisy to go away peacefully. 

Daisy went—and it is a touching com- 
mentary on the peculiarly turbulent—but 
deep—love she bore for Louis that, the 
same night, she landed in the hospital after 
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losing out in a free-for-all which she initi- 
ated in a bar when someone insinuated 
that Louis Armstrong was not the greatest 
trumpet player in the world. 

The Oliver band went on tour and when 
they returned to Chicago, Louis got a flat- 
tering offer from Fletcher Henderson to 
join Henderson’s band in New York. Lil 
went along but soon returned to Chicago 
because she was restless and idle. In 
Chicago she became very lonely. Louis 
stayed in New York for months. His star 
was ascending. He wrote Lil letter after 
letter, promising that the Henderson band 
was coming to Chicago. But the months 
dragged on and this didn’t materialize. Lil 
became increasingly impatient. 

Louis, on the other hand, was preoccu- 
pied with a new interest—a shapely Cot- 
ton Club chorine named Fanny. Each 
night, after work, Louis picked her up at 
the club and they went out together. He 
promised to marry Fanny. 

Subconsciously, perhaps, Louis was al- 
ready having premonitions that there 
would be a crack-up in his marriage to Lil. 
After the first flush of happiness, the 
honeymoon had ended somewhat abruptly. 
But Lil gave a telling demonstration of her 
hold over Louis in those days. Finally 
tired of living her lonely life, (when she 
visited him in New York she couldn’t even 
get into the Roseland Ballroom which 
didn’t admit Negroes) Lil sent Louis an ul- 
timatum. He must choose between Fletcher 
Henderson and her. It was a tough choice 
for Armstrong who was getting important 
recognition. He knew Lil meant what she 
said. Louis quit Henderson and went back 
to Chicago. 

It didn’t take long for Lil and Louis to 
realize that he had stayed away too long. 
The separation had worked a slow poison 
into their happy relationship. They became 
cool to each other, had frequent argu- 
ments. To make matters worse, Armstrong, 
who had been doing so well in New York, 
had trouble finding work for several weeks. 
At this time—when Louis was even more 
vulnerable than usual—Alpha came along. 

Lil was the same age as Louis. Alpha 
was fifteen or sixteen, youthfully sweet and 
with all the adorable qualities to intrigue 
a man weary with his marriage. Louis 
first saw Alpha in the Vendome Theatre 
when he was featured soloist with the big 
Erskine Tate band. He was working at the 
Dreamland in the same band with Lil and 
was offered the chance to double at the 
theatre. Lil accompanied him opening 
night. Together they marvelled at the 
magic of his name in bright lights on the 
marquee. Lil took a seat in the front row, 
but had to leave before the performance 
was over—to get back to the club. When 
Lil left, Alpha slipped into her seat. She 
attracted Louis’ notice by standing up and 
applauding wildly as he played. Her en- 
thusiasm moved the audience to greater 
appreciation and wilder applause. As 
Louis was leaving the theatre, Alpha 
grabbed him, flung her arms around him 
and kissed him twice. 





“Tl be back every time the show 
changes,” she promised the astounded— 


but gratified—Louis. 

She kept her word. Every time a different 
picture came to the Vendome, Alpha was 
down front in her seat—the seat Lil had 
occupied the first night. Louis wondered 
if this was significant. Did it mean she 
would take Lil’s place? Armstrong began 
dedicating numbers to “the little lady in 
the front row,” looking straight in her face 
from the stage and bowing low to her. The 
audience thought it was a gag. Alpha al- 
ways requested “My Buddy” and Louis al- 
ways played it for her. It became their 
song. Louis began to date her. 

Lil knew something was going on. The 
first night—after Alpha kissed him on the 
street—Louis had forgotten to remove the 
telltale lipstick. He was away from home 
for hours at a time now. The arguments 
with Lil became more frequent, more furi- 
ous. He fled to Alpha for peace and solace. 

One day Alpha invited Louis to come to 
see her. She “lived in” as a nursemaid 
for a wealthy white family. The family 
was away and Alpha was going to prepare 
dinner for Louis. 

“Make yourself at home, darling,” Al- 
pha told him when he arrived. 

Louis glanced around the luxurious 
home, breathed a sigh of deep content and 
envy. He took off his coat, selected one of 
Alpha’s employer’s best cigars and strolled 
out to the terrace where he slumped into a 
rocking chair. Alpha brought him a tall, 
cool mint julep. He kissed her. She re- 
turned to dinner preparations. Together, 
they sampled some of the finest Scotch in 
the house. Then—putting his coat back 
on, as any rich gentleman should,—Louis 
sat down to dinner in the dining room. The 
delicious steaks Alpha had prepared went 
well with the choice Burgundy they were 
sipping. Suddenly, the door opened and 
in walked Alpha’s employers. They stared 
at Louis. He stared at them. Then he got 
up and fled. 

Louis got into the habit of visiting Al- 
pha’s home frequently. She and her fam- 
ily lived at Cottage Grove and Thirty-third, 
a’ slum neighborhood as distasteful as old 
Perdido Alley from which Louis had come. 
Alpha’s folks had the minimum in furni- 
ture and clothes. But they laid an excel- 
lent and groaning table. If Louis loved 
anything, he loved good home-cooked food. 
(He once quipped: “I may not ever be 
a rich man, but Fll be a fat one.”) 

Conditions between Lil and Louis be 
came intolerable. Louis packed up and 
left. As he went, Lil threatened: “You'll 
hear from me when you least expect it.” 

He moved into Alpha’s home. He got 
great fun out of giving his new love pres 
ents. He gave her new dresses, a coat with 
a fur collar. One evening, Alpha and Louis 
thrilled the entire gaping neighborhood 
when they drove up in Louis’ latest ac 
quisition—a shiny, black Model-T with 
shriekingly yellow wheels. Alpha was 
decked out in new finery and Louis wore 4 
dark coat, wing collar and an honest-te 
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goodness derby. Their splendor was as 
sensational in that neighborhood as it was 
incongrous. 

Soon, the novelty of living in a slum 
wore off and Louis took a room in a better 
neighborhood. Alpha visited him daily on 
her way home from work. She wasn’t 
sleeping in any more. One night Alpha 
brought Louis some shirts she had pressed 
for him. When she left the building, Lil 
loomed up in front of her. Lil snatched 
her rival and they rolled, tumbled and 
tossed on the street. Louis saw the action 
from the window and ran out to break it 
up. When he got to the scene Lil had al- 
ready done a thorough job on Alpha and 
was waiting to see what Louis thought he 
was going to do about it. She was wait- 
ing—with a snub-nosed .38 in hand. 

In those days, Louis only saw Lil during 
recording sessions. They had an outfit 
going—Louis Armstrong and his Hot Five. 
Louis got a job at Joe Glaser’s Sunset 
Club. He was riding high. Seemingly, Lil 
had given up the struggle after giving 
Alpha a sound beating. One night, at the 
Sunset, Fanny, the ex-Cotton Club chorine, 
turned up. She was still lovely and still in 
love with Louis. But he almost had nerv- 
ous prostration when he saw her. Alpha 
was close by. Louis shooed Fanny away. 

Louis was getting his divorce from Lil 
when he got word of his mother’s desperate 
illness. Despite the strain in their rela- 
tions, he went to Lil and asked her to go 
to New Orleans and bring his mother back 
to Chicago. Lil and May Ann were great 
friends. Louis’ mother was placed in a 
Chicago hospital. Lil went to see her daily. 
May Ann had no idea that Louis and Lil 
were not still a contented couple. They 
never told her. She died unaware of the 
break. After her death, Louis and Lil 
agreed that it was all over with them. 

Fanny was still in town. She had taken 
a job on the West Side, hoping to be able 
to get Louis back. One night she asked 
him if he still loved her. Louis told her 
he didn’t. She decided to go to Paris to 
work. Bidding her farewell, Louis prom- 
ised : 

“The day you hear Louis Armstrong is 
bound for Europe, you’ll know I’m coming 
to get you, Sweet Eyes.” 

The peak of Louis’ career came then— 
when he was starred at New York City’s 
famed Cotton Club. His world prominence 
was established in these days. Soon after 
closing there, he went to Culver City. Lil 
made one last try at a reconciliation. She 
visited him there. This time, the shoe was 
o the opposite foot. Instead of Louis 
making Lil jealous, she made him that 
way. There was a masseur who Lil visited 
frequently. Lil was registered in the same 
hotel so Louis couldn’t help observing her 
movements. One night, while he was sleep- 
ing, Lil banged on the door. He let her 
in, They had a quarrel and Lil flounced 
out of his room, announcing that she was 
ttturning to Chicago. She did but she 
took Louis’ brand new car and one of the 
hotel’s bell-boys along with her. 





ACK IN NEW YORK, Louis signed up 

to make his first European trip. He 
and Alpha got to London and registered 
in their hotel. Minutes later, Fanny popped 
up again—the same delicious Fanny who 
Louis had pledged to join in Europe. Fanny 
saw Alpha and stared. Alpha saw Fanny 
and glared. Fanny had flown in from 
Paris because she heard Louis was in 
London. Louis nervously introduced her 
to Alpha and signalled with his eyes that 
she’d better leave fast. Fanny left, but she 
didn’t go far. She visited Louis later that 
evening in his dressing room. Alpha came 
along and caught them and began choking 
Satch as he was trying to get on stage to 
do his number. 

There was one more trying situation in 
the Adventures of Amorous Armstrong. In 
the late ’30’s when Louis, then a tremend- 
ous name, returned in triumph to his home 
town of New Orleans, he took Alpha with 
him. Lil and her masseur turned up and 
registered at the same hotel. Some of 
Louis’ boyhood buddies formed a commit- 
tee and volunteered to do the masseur in. 
Louis thanked them and advised against it. 

The record doesn’t show what happened 
to Alpha—how she got eased out of the 
picture. But it does show how Louis’ pres- 
ent wife—and seemingly the one with 
whom he is playing for keeps—came inte 
the act. 

Lucille Armstrong was a chorine at the 
Cotton Club in 1939 when Louis was star- 
ring there. She is a genteel, sweet. soft- 
spoken woman. Perhaps Louis sensed the 
minute he saw her that, after all his past 
foolishness, this ought to be the kind of 
girl to settle down with to a life of hap- 
piness. At any rate, he asked his pianist, 
Luis Russell, to hint around to Lucille that 
he liked her. It is significant that, with 
all the other women in his life, Louis had 
been pretty direct in his approach. Lucille 
gave out an aristocratic air which slowed 
him down. Lucille laughed when Russell 
gave her the message. She told Luis to 
tell Armstrong to forget it. 

A few days later, at a dressing room 
party, when a number of men were paying 
Lucille a great deal of attention, Louis 
sidled up to her and said loudly: “Look, 
little Brown Sugar, I’m in the running 
too.” 

The Cotton Club cut the chorines sal- 
aries. To make up for the slump in her 
budget, Lucille began selling cookies in a 
concession stand in the club which was 
operated by a friend. Louis bought huge 
quantities of boxes of cookies. He had two 
angles—one, to get to talk with her; the 
second—to help her out. When Lucille 
learned that Louis was giving away the 

delicacies to kids in the neighborhood, she 
began to soften toward him. 

A rain storm helped Louis get his point 
over. On a rainy night, Lucille was stand- 
ing in front of the club, waiting for the 
musicians to come out. She wanted to col- 
lect for cookies they had bought from her 
on credit. She had no hat or umbrella but 
she was determined. A chauffeur-driven 
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Packard limousine pulled up at the curb. 
Armstrong was in the back seat. He asked 
if he could take Lucille home. She ignored 
him. The Packard went around the block 
and returned. Lucille still ignored him. 
Louis told his chauffeur to drive off. A 
few minutes later, he was back. He ex- 
plained to Lucille that the musicians 
wouldn’t be out for a couple of hours since 
they were rehearsing; that if she wanted 
to stand in the rain—well and good. But, 
if she wanted a lift. . .. 

Lucille gave in. Louis took her to an 
Italian restaurant in Harlem. They had 
spaghetti, sausages and much conversation. 
Lucille began to get some insight into 
Louis, began to take him seriously. She 
was proud when he introduced her to some 
of the most important showfolk in town as 
“my new chick.” 

When Louis left the Cotton Club, he 
promised to write. Lucille was surprised 
when he kept his promise—and phoned her 
often. He sent for her whenever the band 
was playing an engagement in a major 
city. On such occasions, he would meet 
her at the train with a large bouquet of 
roses. In 1941, at the St. Louis home of 
Velma Middleton’s mother, Lucille and 
Louis were married. Not a breath of scan- 
dal or a hint of disharmony has marred 
that marriage to this day. Lucille travels 
on the road with Louis, is a close compan- 
ion and good wife. 

Perhaps the essential difference between 
Lucille and Louis’ former loves is under- 
lined in the fact that she and Lil are good 
friends. All Louis’ women—until Lucille— 
had fought their past rivals—emotionally 
and physically. Possibly, it is Lucille’s 
confidence in Louis’ love which has enabled 
her to avoid this violent species of jeal- 
ousy. Lil, an expert modiste, makes clothes 
for Lucille. Lucille and Lil get along 
beautifully. Lucille has even persuaded 
Lil to make some suits for Louis. He calls 
them his “fine vines.” 

Apparently with a lasso of love, lightly 
wielded, but as strong as any hangman’s 
noose, Lucille has tamed Louis, calmed his 
roving eye and made him truly hers. 

But, as we said, at the beginning of this 
piece—there is a golden beauty in Louis’ 
life which no woman—not even Lucille— 
can conquer. The love which Louis cher- 
ishes above any other is—his trumpet. 

Back in the old days in New Orleans— 
when Louis and Irene were sweethearts, 
the two of them were coming out of a club 
after a night of great triumph and acclaim 
for Louis. 

Almost as though he were thinking 
aloud, Louis said to Irene: 

“I feel so happy. I’m gonna go right 
home and get on my knees and thank the 
Good Lord for all he’s give me.” 

“Includin’ little me?” Irene asked co- 
quettishly. 

Louis looked at her with genuine dis- 
gust. 

“Shucks, gal. I means my horn,” he told 
her. 
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Somewhere in his autobiography, Arm- 
strong has written: “I have always been 
wrapped up in my music and no woman 
in the world can change that. Right up 
until this minute, my horn comes first.” 

Lucille Armstrong knows that Louis 
means this. She knows that she can’t be- 
come more important to Louis than that 
slim, golden instrument from which the 
music of his very heart sings for the world. 
And she doesn’t want to become more im- 
portant than that horn. She has learned 
to live graciously with it. Perhaps that is 
why she will doubtless go down in history 
as the last woman who won the big, happy 
heart of Satchmo. THE END 


Park Ave. To Harlem 
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as marriage is the hope that some of the 
confusion will be eliminated. 

The confusion I refer to is not all on one 
side. For instance, right after Charles and 
I were married, an old school chum of 
mine sent me a letter. “You were always 
more sophisticated than the other girls, 
Helen,” she wrote, recalling our college 
days. And then she went on to tell me 
how much she admired my “courage.” 
Courage? Since when did it take courage 
for a woman to marry the man she loves? 

On the other hand, soon after I moved to 
Harlem, I received a telephone call from a 
young woman who invited me to join a 
club composed of interracial couples. “I’m 
sorry, my dear,” I told her frankly, “but 
I no longer consider myself ‘interracial’.” 

I am absolutely sincere about that. Har- 
lem is my home now and I intend to be- 
come just as much a part of the community 
as any other resident. If my street happens 
to be dirty, then I'll help clean up my 
street. 

Actually, my street is a very nice street. 
From the start I expected to earn my own 
way, but people have accepted me without 
reservation. It is so nice to know my 
neighbors—and enjoy it, for a change. I 
know they are around if I ever need them 
and yet there is a mutual respect for one’s 
privacy. 

During the short time I have been here 
I have made at least half a dozen wonder- 
ful friends, six youngsters who accepted 
me into their circle after discovering that 
I could roller skate. They follow me to and 
from the store and any day I don’t make 
an appearance downstairs a delegation of 
two or three of them ring my bell to find 
out why. I remember the first time I ven- 
tured down into the street to skate with 
them, they were fascinated by the two- 
wheel skates I wore. They had never seen 
that kind before. They took me with them 
down the block into Central Park and I’ve 
been in solid with them ever since. 

A lot is being said about juvenile de- 
linquency these days, but if those kids are 
hoodlums, then I’m a boy! They’re good 
kids. That is one reason why I burn when 





cab drivers invariably give me a special 
look when I give them my Harlem address 
and ask dubiously, “You live there, lady?” 

If I think they'll get the heavy sarcasm, 
I answer, “Yes, but don’t be afraid. We 
won’t hurt you—until you’re off our 
block!” 

But usually I don’t even bother. The 
education that people like that need can’t 
be pumped into them during the time of a 
short taxi ride uptown. 

Personally, now that I have found what 
I’ve always wanted out of life I would 
prefer to live quietly like any other house. 
wife. However, it is impossible to escape 
completely from the publicity that followed 
my marriage to Charles. One evening I got 
a phone call from a young woman who 
identified herself as a white girl with a 
problem. “I’ve been going with a colored 
fellow,” she said. “What I want to know 
is—should I marry him?” 

“Honey, if you need advice—don’t do 
it!” I told her bluntly, then hung up. 

I just couldn’t sympathize with such in. 
decision; nor could I appreciate my for. 
mer schoolmate’s admiration for my “cour. 
age.” In my case, I did all the chasing 
and—thank goodness!—Charles happened 
to be too tired to do much dodging. He 
had just completed a long and exhausting 
tour with a theatrical group. I took one 
look at him and fell in love. We were mar- 
ried three months later by the Rev. James 
H. Robinson at the Church of the Master, 

I had been married twice before, but 
neither marriage worked out. This one 
was for love—and for keeps. Looking back 


on my life I can see that despite all the!. 


luxuries I have enjoyed I was never really 
happy. I think it is a shame that every- 
body can’t have wealth because then | 
think they would realize that money can't 
buy happiness. Before my marriage I lived 
in a three-room suite in a swanky Park 
Avenue hotel and paid five times the rent 
we now pay. But it is not the rent you 
pay nor a fancy address that counts; living 
where you can be happy means everything. 

I certainly do not feel I made any 
“sacrifice” in moving away from my $475 
a-month apartment; I merely chose to 
move into the home my husband provided 
for me. I had a couple of weeks before my 
lease expired, so Charles and I decided to 
stay until the very last day and at the same 
time do something about the management's 
all-white policy. We entertained every 
night, making sure that every Negro friend 
and acquaintance we had was invited to 
drop in on us. That particular hotel had 
never had Negro guests before, but I’m 
quite sure that the situation has been 
changed—permanently. 

Perhaps the newspaper accounts of my 
life as the wife of first one wealthy indus 
trialist, then another, gave the impression 
that I was the social butterfly type, a cafe 
society idler. Nothing could be farther 
from the truth. During my life I have 
worked hard, and at a variety of jobs. ! 
have never been content just to lounge 
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around doing nothing, and whether it was 
yolunteer work or a paid job I always 
threw all my energy into it. I have held 
jobs in which I used my knowledge of 
figures—gained from my father, who is a 
certified public accountant—and the busi- 
ness course I have under my belt; and I 
have worked behind a soda fountain and 
at a telephone switchboard. 

My most rewarding work, however, has 
been raising funds for charitable organiza- 
tions and with the USO, sending theatrical 
ynits out to various camps to entertain the 
GI’s. I seem to have a talent for raising 
money for worthwhile causes and I intend 
to make full use of it. The kids in our 
neighborhood could use a nice new com- 
munity center, and I plan to help them 
get one. 

But my main occupation from now on 
will be housewife; I want only to care for 
my husband and to raise a family. When 
I explained this to my father, he asked 
anxiously, “But don’t you need a maid—or 
something?” 

“No, if I need help around the house, 
Charles helps me,” I told him. “I know 
such a thing is unheard of in this neck of 
the woods, but that’s the way we want it.” 

I mixed all the paints myself when we 
redecorated the apartment and I had a 
grand time planning color schemes and 
selecting and arranging furniture. I chatted 
with the painter, the plumber and the elec- 
tricians and prepared afternoon snacks for 
them—something that would not have oc- 
curred to me while I was living downtown; 
not because I am a snob—far from it!— 
but the colored workmen took such pride 
in their craft and were interesting as 
people. They weren’t just hired hands, 
mechanically doing a job. 


THs MARRIAGE was not for a cheap 

thrill. Having been born in Manhat- 
tan and educated in liberal schools I never 
believed the wild tales about Harlem and 
so I have never regarded Harlem as a 
quaint visiting place for sightseers and 
tourists. I learned long ago how misguided 
most white people are when they think of 
Harlem only in terms of crime statistics 
and the money that can be taken out of 
the area. 

I deeply resent the “gentleman’s agree- 
ment” among certain business elements 
which milk $2 for every $1 they invest in 
Harlem and also the “special” treatment 
reserved for Negro customers. The differ- 
ence in insurance rates is one example of 
what I mean. Because I now live in Har- 
lem the company that insures my jewels 
wanted to increase the amount of the pre- 
miums. I flatly refused to pay: more mere- 
ly because I changed my address. 

For years I’ve wondered why white peo- 
ple don’t like people in brown skins, yet 
will spend thousands of dollars down in 
Florida basking in the sun to get brown. 
And once, I paid to have a survey made 
because I simply got tired of hearing that 
ill Negroes drink gin and that more of that 
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liquor is sold in Harlem than in other 
sections of the city. The results showed 
that much more gin is consumed down- 
town, where martinis flow like water. The 
Negro market for good quality merchan- 
dise is much greater than many realize. 
I have statistics that show that Negro 
women spend more money for evening 
clothes than the average white woman, al- 
though this is a little known fact. 

I feel it is high time that good business 
came to Harlem. In years past, Harlem’s 
main industry was night clubs and its 
name became synonymous with good times 
and bright lights. Today that industry is 
dead and ambitious young Negroes who 
want to open new businesses, I think, must 
invest in other types of enterprises. I don’t 
think that night clubs alone can sustain 
a community. Even the millionaires lost 
money when their real estate holdings 
along 52nd Street were devoted solely to 
intimate clubs and night spots, so that 
fabulous strip of jazz and bop joints is 
giving way to more solid businesses. 

With a sound and profitable foundation, 
Harlem will then regain its lead as an en- 
tertainment center and there will be em- 
ployment for Negro actors, musicians and 
others in show business. 

I feel very strongly about this because 
Charles, who is continuing his activities 
in television and the theater, is an official 
of the New York chapter of the American 
Guild of Variety Artists and is well ac- 
quainted with the problems of the Negro 
entertainer. Moreover, we now have a store 
on 125th Street, where more Negro-owned 
enterprises should, and eventually will be 
located. 

I admit my marriage was a blow to my 
father, but he recovered nicely. I suppose 
there was not much else he could do but 
accept the situation because he loves me 
a..d can’t get along without me. I told 
Charles before I took him to meet my 
father, “You know the first thing Dad is 
going to say when he sees you? He'll 
say, “Somehow, I thought you’d be much 
taller’.” 

“How can you be so sure?” my husband 
laughed. 

“Just wait, you'll see,” I replied. 

And sure enough, when they met, my 
father looked at Charles and remarked, 
“Why, I thought you’d be much taller .. .” 

I could hardly keep from laughing aloud 
and later I explained it to Charles. Like 
many other white persons, Dad had the 
misconception that a Negro man must be a 
6-foot, 3 bundle of sex to be attractive to 
any woman. Charles, who is of average 
height, was a startling contrast to Dad’s 
preconceived notion. 

Dad was amazed to see that Charles 
wears the pants in the family because in 
my previous marriages I had pretty much 
my own way. “You look so well and seem 
so happy!” he told me wonderingly. The 
reason, of course, is precisely because my 
husband is the head of the family. I be- 
lieve that’s what every woman wants, but 
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she first has to find a full-grown man. I 
was lucky enough to find one. Having 
gotten over the first shock, Dad has be- 
come reconciled to reality. I realize that 
the publicity concerning my marriage must 
have affected his business, but for the first 
time I can place my future in the hands 
of a man who has the strength and security 
to keep me contented. 

It is good to have a man who can enjoy 
life for himself and not have to expend 
the extra energy necessary when one must 
enjoy life for two persons. Life can be 
such a bore when a wife has to take the 
initiative concerning every detail of life 
together, while the husband is occupied— 
and preoccupied—with business and mas- 
culine pursuits the wife cannot share. In 
such a situation the temptation is for the 
couple to go their separate ways and mar- 
riage becomes little more than a mockery. 
It takes a real man to keep a woman happy 
and contented to stay close to the fireside. 

I do not regret either my marriage or 
my decision to move from Park Avenue to 
Harlem. I am wonderfully happy and 
more than ever anxious to become an ac- 
tive member of the community. Already, 
I have taken a keen interest in the church 
of Dr. Robinson and hope to put my fund- 
raising talent to good use. 

From Park Avenue to Harlem is just a 
short distance, but it’s a long way along 
the road of mutual understanding between 
people. My husband and [ intend to re- 
main right here on 111th Street and do 
our utmost to make our building, our 
block, our Harlem, the best environment 
in the city for the children we plan to 
raise and all their little playmates. 

Oh yes—I’m still waiting for Charles 
to propose to me! THE END 


Your Wedding Night 
(Continued from Page 19) 





ineering, selfish, or scheming. 

A real test of a good marriage is deter- 
mined by the degree of difference between 
the basic attitudes and philosophies of life 
of the contracting parties. Also important 
is the question of their capacity for mutual 
recreation interests. There should be a 
healthy division of responsibilities between 
them without rigidity, and some mutual 
agreement or capacity for adaptation in the 
choice and methods of entertainment of 
friends. 

Ultimately the husband’s job— his in- 
come,—hours away from the home, are 
important factors which may determine the 
course and happiness of the marriage. The 
woman’s activities outside of the home 
sometimes are also of considerable im- 
portance. There should be a reasonable 
degree of agreement on social conventions 
and social standards and ideals. 

The making of a good husband or wife 
begins in childhood. The boy or girl takes 
on the strengths or the weaknesses of his 
parents by association and assimilation. 








The parents should feel comfortable about 
sex and should realize that young children 
are not emotional and sophisticated when 
they experiment with sex. They are more 
or less innocent and plastic. 
The time to give sex education to children 
is not when they are a certain age, but 
when they ask for it. However, they 
should not be given any more information 
than is needed for that period of growth, or 
more than satisfies their curiosity at that 
time. If confidence in relationships are 
good, when they want more information 
they will ask for it and they may, strangely 
enough, ask the same question they asked 
before, but for a different purpose. If the 
child senses that the parent feels, “this is 
dirty,” the child will regard it as “dirty” 
and thus grow up repressed or with com. 
plexes. 
Occasionally the parent needs to wam 
the child that these things are not talked 
about in public. 
Spoiled children and children reared to 
be selfish will be spoiled and selfish mazri- 
tal partners. Domineering and vain chil. 
dren, if not treated, will be domineering 
and vain marital partners. Children of 
“self righteous” parents who are taught 
to be “self righteous” will grow up to be 
“self righteous” and will ignore the most 
important factor in living: Consideration 
of how people feel about what is right and 
how they feel about what is wrong. 
Sex and marital customs and adjust. 
ments have many cultural implications. In 
our own society many of the traditions have 
broken down. One can no longer say 
rigidly that a woman’s place is in the home, 
for she frequently works as a career. The 
role of women varies according to their 
needs, and the reality of their home situa- 
tion. Since 1918 there has been a con 
siderable drive to push women’s status on 
an equality basis with men. Sex fulfillment 
is no longer considered only the husband’: 
prerogative as it once was, but in a sue: 
cessful marriage it is important for both 
parties. Sex agreement and harmony may 
take many months and sometimes years, 
because it involves not only the physical, 
but many psychological factors. A satis 
factory sex relationship depends on the 
recognition of both partners’ needs and re 
quires harmony in the life of the partners. 
According to Dr. Kinsey, the sex drive 
reaches its peak later in women than in 
men. 

Among other factors which may mar the 
wedding night and which may contribute 
to a continued poor sexual adjustment, 
we may mention a few factors that are im 
portant such as attitudes regarding sex a 
“dirty” and feelings of fear based on fan 
tasy which grow out of misinformation, im 
proper sex education or traumatic exper 
ence. Excessive haste and lack of affection 
from the husband may grow out of some 
crude idea that sex just comes naturally— 
is often a factor. 

Concerning pre-marital sex experience, 
I would say that this is not necessarily 
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desirable nor is it necessarily meaningful 
an experience. The essential factor is the 
individual relationship between the hus- 
band and the wife developed through 
mutual experience and security and 
through companionship in marriage. 
Money is often offered as an excuse for a 
poor marriage, but most often it is not the 
basic cause. 

Life is full of imperfections and dis- 
appointments. Marriage is likewise. If the 
shock of experience on the wedding night 
is absorbed, one learns not to expect too 


much of marriage, and mature persons | 
learn to come closer, harmonize their 
drives and succeed in marriage. Prepara- 
tion for marriage is important. The wed- 
ding night is often a crucial test of proper 
preparation and fitness for marriage. There 
should be serious thought, less impulsive- 
ness, and a real earnest and sincere ap- 
proach to a relationship which has serious 
social implications as well as opportunity 
for happiness. But marriage may make or 


break a man or a woman. THE END 





I Had A Way With Girls 


(Continued from Page 21) 


And like I said, I have a way with girls. 

We expected to be seen by a few unhep 
girls after we got inside, but that didn’t 
matter. Boys had been known to sneak into 
girls’ dormitories before at various times 
through history, and the chicks usually 
didn’t squeal unless the officials caught on. 

Well sir, when our big night came, it 
started off as smooth as clock work. The 
dormitory matron and her load left the 
campus early that evening, the guard 
passed right on time and disappeared, and 
Clara Martin, our first floor window con- 
tact, opened the joint up. In fifteen sec- 
onds six of us were inside. We fanned out 
through the hallways, all but the guy 
who stayed with Clara, and looked for the 
room numbers of the chicks we had lined 
up. Like we figured, we ran across some 
surprised chicks in the building who got 
caught out with not near enough clothes 
on. They mostly just gasped or screamed 
in surprise then dashed off giggling. 

It wasn’t long before it was all over the 
building that we were in there, but we 
weren't worried. The girls were on their 
own that night. 

Or at least they were supposed to be. 
But we hadn’t been inside thirty minutes— 
hardly got the Scotch opened and the ball 
rolling—when all hell broke loose. 

It was my old, hard luck holding out 
again. Now who would have thought in a 
million years that fifty miles from town the 
bus would break down and be in such bad 
shape the girls would have to turn around 
and come back. And there was that frizzly- 
faced matron marching up the stairs with 
fire in her eyes because the minute she hit 
the door some of the square chicks got 
panicky knowing we were still in there, and 
the matron had guessed what was wrong. 
We didn’t even know she was back until 
she had called for the watchman and the 
dean of men and half the faculty. 

They caught us, boy, fair and square, 
like pashas in a harem. And I had made it 
through some tight spots in college, but I 
couldn’t get through that one. Not with my 
record. They expelled me so quick I was 
traveling faster than sound being ushered 
out. 

Well, mother nearly had a stroke and my 
old man preached a monthful of Sunday 
sermons before I finally convinced them 


that some of the powers that be at the 
college had just had it in for me, that was 
all. 

It was about the middle of the last 
semester anyway, so I figured I would just 
kick around home until summer and then 
take a vacation up at Atlantic City or New 
York or some place. Every now and then, 
I gave my old man a hand in his construc- 
tion and real estate business. You know, 
like driving customers around or taking 
some fat old widow prospect to lunch or 
mixing drinks for dinner guests at the 
house. Manual labor like that. 

I didn’t know it at the time, but my old 
man had been kind of sick for some time, 
and that summer, while off on a business 
trip, he had a cerebral hemorrhage and 
died. 

That kind of shook me up. I had never 
figured on the old man cashing in his chips 
just like that, without any warning. I was 
kind of dazed and dopey for a while, and 
mother took it pretty hard. 

I guess it was a whole month afterwards 
before I got around to thinking about the 
will. Now my old man had been plenty 
well off, let me tell you. He’d been knock- 
ing down a lot of clean, cool cash for a 
long time. And suddenly it dawned on me 
that mother and I must have inherited 
everything. I went wild thinking about all 
that cash and stuff that was bound to be 
mine. I even got me some maps of places 
I was dying to see and telephoned some 
sharp little numbers long distance and told 
them to open up the “pet” shop, one cat 
was coming in. Then I went down and 
picked me out a spanking brand new con- 
vertible Cadillac in the showroom window. 
All I lacked now was the cash in hand. 

But that will was a joker. The old man 
left mother fixed fine. And he took care 
of me, all right. I had $200,000 and some 
property coming—in five long years. 

Talk about being done dirty! I was 21 
and wouldn’t be in the chips until I was 
25. It seemed my old man still didn’t 
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think I had “matured” enough, as he would 
have put it, so he decided it would take 
me until I was 25 to be the kind of square 
he wanted me to be. 

Meanwhile, I was going to get some 
walking around money. A hundred bucks 
a month to keep me from starving to death 
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and ruining the family’s good name. Man, 
that really broke me up. . 

I had to give the whole thing some sober 
thought, and then I realized it was my old 
luck again, up to its usual tricks. 


T DIDN’T TAKE ME too long to make 

up my mind to head for Washington, 
D. C., where I had some friends and con- 
tact, because I didn’t intend to hang 
around home with my nose in cement 
mixers and getting my bottom full of 
splinters. It took a little doing, but I con- 
vinced mother she ought to go down and 
buy me that Cadillac convertible. Then I 
had something to travel in. I took to the 
wind. 

In D. C., the joint was mumping. And 
when | pulled that fire engine-red Caddy 
into town, things started happening right 
off. I don’t know why most girls think a 
big car makes a guy with nothing but time 
on his hands a man of distinction, but 
when you get rubberized right, man, you’re 
in. 

Of course, I’ve always been a good Joe, 
and had lots of friends. That helps, too. 

Anyway, pretty soon I was a regular 
member of the club—everybody’s club. 

That was nice, except for one thing. A 
guy with a big automobile and lots of 
broads to promote has got to have his 
pockets lined with silver, and although my 
mother was already matching my old man’s 
hundred bucks a month, that whole two 
hundred melted like butter in August. Man, 
the high cost of hanging out in saloon so- 
ciety just about did me in. 

Once or twice I thought about getting a 
job. And I decided that was enough times 
to think about a thing like that. I didn’t 
want any job spoiling my whole day. And 
like I remember reading once somewhere, 
work is the curse of the drinking class. 

Anyway, I started putting a little on the 
number each day, and when the horses 
were running right at Pimlico, well, I had 
it made. 

I guess things rocked on for about six 
months, and just about then I met June— 
June Ashley. She wasn’t much different 
from other girls I don’t guess. Prettier 
than most maybe, with satin hair and honey 
color that made her look a lot like she was 
Spanish. And she had the kind of figure 
that you didn’t have to look at twice. You 
looked once and you knew that what that 
gal didn’t have, that gal didn’t need. Come 
to think of it, maybe that girl was a lot 
different from others. 

But June had had it a little rough. I 
knew it the night I met her in that T street 
bar. Oh, she didn’t look like she’d been 
through the mill or anything. It just kind 
of showed in her eyes if you looked close 
enough and had the sense to see it. 

It was just a_ boy-meets-girl-in-a-bar 
routine. And pretty soon, there I was buy- 
ing her a drink and coaxing her to tell me 
about herself. She didn’t talk easy, but 
about the third round I learned that she 
had been a numbers baron’s girl who had 
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gotten pushed around plenty by the jerk 
in her day. But this was the end. She had 
kissed him right off her list. 

I don’t know what got to buzzing be- 
tween us that night, but I kind of knew 
how she felt and I guess I said the right 
things to let her know I understood and 
was sorry. She was on the rebound all 
right, and I was right there to catch her. 

“You’re nice, Randy,” she said after a 
while, “but you can’t help.” 

“If I can’t, who can?” I asked her. 

“Nobody, I guess,” she said. “I can’t 
go back to my home in Virginia and live 
with my folks. I’ve been away too long and 
seen too much to be satisfied with that. 
I’ve got a job here now, but I guess I’m 
not the lone career girl type either.” 

“That makes it easy,” I said, realizing 
that my voice had suddenly grown husky. 
“My humble apartment is waiting.” 

June looked at me, kind of sad, but with 
a laugh in her voice when she said, “Would 
that solve anything?” 

“It might solve a great deal,” I said, 
“like what can a boy and girl find to do 
when they’re both lonesome and had too 
many scotches and the bar is getting ready 
to close and they don’t want to face four 
walls alone.” 

She had that sad look in her eyes again, 
and her soft lips curled into the barest 
semblance of a smile. 

“You know,” she said, “we don’t even 
know each other.” 

“Nobody’s ever invented a better way 
to get acquainted,” I said, looking straight 
at her. 

She studied me for a moment. 

“Wait for me,” she said, slipping off the 
bar stool, “I want to powder my nose.” 


AND THAT'S the way it was. Sex at first 

sight, I guess you’d call it. June went 
home with me that night, and I guess I'll 
remember it as long as I live. We played 
jazz records and drank scotch and ate 
fried shrimp and got romantic. 

And pretty soon, in the wee hours just 
before dawn, I realized that old apartment 
of mine was singing with good sounds and 
warm with feeling and full of color. And 
there was June... 

The next day, we moved her things into 
my place. 


I was out there on cloud 17 a solid two 
weeks before the problems set in. The 
problems were Frances Adams, a red- 
headed chick with temper to match who 
thought loving should be made a twenty- 
four hour pastime by an act of Congress; 
Betty Jo Thompson, a society girl who had 
run out of blueblooded sleeping mates, 
and Joyce Williams, a nice kid with the 
morals of a pussycat. 

For some strange reason, these three 
chicks thought they should have had the 
deed to any property I was inhabiting. So 
when June moved in and I changed the 
lock on the door, they just about blew their 
tops. 

June soon found out what was going on, 








but she was real cool. I don’t know if she 
knew she had it made with me, or if she 






was just waiting to see what would hap. * 
pen. Anyway, she never said a word. lik 
I guess maybe I should have married § yy} 
June then, except I didn’t even think of a J gi, 
thing like that at the time. And besides, ha 
who can live on $200 plus race track bets § 4, 
a month? a 
Pretty soon I decided the thing to do 
was to palm those other three chicks off J oy 
on some other jokers—and then the old fy, 
brain really got to working. Why give them  y¢ 
away when I might be able to sell them, lai 
piecemeal, you might say, to guys willing hee 
to pay a price? oni 
I guess you can’t overlook the fact that } joq 
these three dames were tailor-made for this fj, 
sort of operation, and their great enthu- “ 
siasm for their “work” contributed greatly Fi, 
to its success. You see, they didn’t really I 
care who they kept company so long as he “ 
had pants on and everything was done ina long 
fairly respectable manner. “ 
The whole thing just became a matter} «) 
of business. I would meet some well-to-do add 
man, preferably an out-of-towner in the Tho 
city on business, who wanted a little in- H 
door sport to chase away his troubles, rag 
You’d be surprised how many guys there turn 
are over forty whose businesses keep themf «4 
cooped up all day and their wives keep what 
them cooped up all night. Man, they're} , 
looking for recreation. the-h 
In fact, business got so good, I addedp  « 
three more chicks to the stable, sort of dive 
doubling the “turnover.” like | 
I kept quiet about this to June all the} jy 
time. Maybe she knew and maybe she nds 
didn’t, but she just sort of took me as | I; 
was. She didn’t try to change me or ques },., 
tion what I did. Instead, she just alwaysf jay, 
seemed sort of grateful for having mej ,,,, 
around. And I played it straight all the night 
way down as far as other girls were con- being 
cerned after I met June. I just couldn’ for pj 
see anybody else. just s 
But there was one chick, Frances, who} and gs, 
seemed to have other ideas. She was sor} “Co 
of like a sailor who wants to rent a spee¢f tion. 
boat on shore leave, or a cop who goes Move 
around chasing crooks on his day off. She} But k 
just didn’t know when to quit, I meanf territo 
And she couldn’t understand why I wasn'f the ke 
interested anymore. So I had to give itt} The: 
her straight. ning, 1 
“Look, Frances,” I told her, “I thinkh Afte 
you're a good kid. And anybody who love> “Co, 
her work the way you do is sure to make 4} out of 
fortune. So why don’t you let me just mak} Afte 
you rich instead of making you—period?’} speak | 
So that was the way it was. six wee 
Maybe I should have had some regrel'f he was 
about being a pimp, but I didn’t havef June 
After all, the girls would have been doing§ early r, 
what they were doing without my help any about | 
way. And for free too. The only differencef while ¢] 
was that I saw to it that they got paid ff Ther, 
their troubles, or pleasures. I didn’t fore sudden} 
them into it and I didn’t try to stop the® burst T 
from quitting or turning down a job the} “Wey 
didn’t like. I was just a sort of agethfyour wj 
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doing a job and collecting a percentage. 
Jt was as simple as that. 

But some guys don’t understand a thing | 
like that. That off-duty cop at the bar | 
where June and I met, for instance. He 
didn’t really know a thing, but I guess he | 
had gotten wind of the operation somehow | 
and started hanging out in the bar to keep | No. 161 $989 
an eye on me. Siar teen tee os Pink 

After a while he must have really found Pearl or Rose frames with 

. ae gold color decoration front 

out a few things because one night he a re eal 
walked over to the table where June and I 
were drinking scotch and soda and sort of 
laid it on the line. He was all big and 
brown and looked hard as steel. His hair | 
was close-cropped and graying and he | 
looked like somebody’s father, except when 
he started talking tough. 

“You’re Randy Carr, aren’t you?” he 
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I nodded. 777; 

“You haven’t been around this town too 
long, have you? About a year or so.” DOW yf 


“You got good information,” I said. IN- CLEAR WHITE. OR GREEN LENSES 
“I got better information than that,” he 


said. “I’m Joe Thomas. Sergeant Joe 
Thomas of the vice squad.” 

He paused to let the words soak in. Then 
he looked at June, and his lips kind of 
turned up at the corners when he said: 

“And who’s this? One of your —uh, 
what do you call them—proteges?” 

I shot up from the table like a jack-in- 
the-box. ~ 

“Look, Thomas,” I snapped, “I don’t 
care who you are or what you do and I 
like it that way. But one more crack like 
that and you’re going to need a lot of im- 
mediate dental work.” 

I guess I knew afterwards that I had 
been kind of overloading myself. I might 
have gotten one good swing at Thomas be- 
fore he clobbered me. But I guess that 
night he didn’t want to take any chances, 
being off duty. It would have been bad 
for him to get into a barroom brawl, so he 
just smiled with that fatherly look of his 
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But keep your dirty little paws out of my 

territory or I’ll lock you up and throw away 

the key.” i 
Then he nodded to June. “Good eve- i 

ning, madam.” j 
After he left June didn’t say a word. 
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your wife, I presume.” 















I glared at him, trying to get the right 
cuss words in my mouth. 

“Well, it is your wife, isn’t it?” he said, 
waving to June. 

I knew the pitch right away. And I 
wasn’t surprised to learn down at the 
police station they had arrested a couple 
of the girls with “customers” in a hotel a 
few blocks away. 

The cops were taking a chance, all right, 
because they hadn’t been able to ring in 
one of their guys on me for an undercover 
job. But they thought catching the girls in 
action and me with June, they could break 
us down. They even sprung their whole 
list of suspicions to crime reporters, and 
the newspapers laid it on strong. Some of 
the headlines read: 

YOUNG HEIR NAMED IN VICE RAID; 
BELIEVED HEAD OF 
CALL-GIRL RACKET 


UT WE GOT A BREAK. The two busi- 

nessmen arrested with the girls didn’t 
want to get tied up in any call-girl business 
publicly, so they swore they were just be- 
ing entertained by a couple of private 
acquaintances and refused to involve me 
or change their story. And June, who the 
cops had thought was one of the working 
girls, was clean, so they couldn’t pin that 
rap on her. All they could do to any of 
us was to slap us with a morals charge. 
And I intended to block part of that. 

It was simple. The cops had to let us out 
on bail to await trial. And as soon as I got 
out I grabbed June by the hand and headed 
for the preacher. Boy, you should have 
seen Sergeant Thomas’ face when he found 
out we had gotten married. He could still 
throw that morals charge at us, but what 
judge would break up a couple’s honey- 
moon to send them to jail for something 
they now had a right to do all their lives? 

There was only one hitch in the whole 
thing: my mother. She showed up with the 
first wave of publicity, takes one look at 
me and June with that brand new marriage 
license in our hands, and passes right out. 
Her heart just couldn’t stand the shame of 
it all, she said. I guess she was right, be- 
cause she couldn’t even go back home. 
They took her to a hospital right in Wash- 
ington and kept her. 

But for once my luck was really holding 
out. The cops turned June and I loose. 

I operated careful after that, trying to 
get out of the racket entirely just as soon 
as | had a few more bucks put away. 
Things went smooth, except for Frances’ 
periodic restlessness because I wouldn’t 
give her a play, and June and I were 
planning on getting out of town by Chriset- 
mas. We were California bound with a big 
list of plans and money in the till. I 
figured to open up a restaurant or some- 
thing else real legit on the coast and settle 
down and maybe rear some kids. 

But a few days after Thanksgiving, that 
old hard luck of mine swung back into 
character. June was out doing some early 
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Christmas shopping when who shows up 
at the apartment but Frances. 

“What in the devil are you up to?” I 
asked her, “I thought we had an under- 
standing about you never coming here.” 

“You wouldn’t come up to my place, so 
I came to yours,” she said, giggling and 
rocking a little unsteadily on her feet so I 
could tell she had been drinking heavily. 
She kept talking: 

“Yes sir, the mountain wouldn’t come 
to Mohammed, so Mohammed went to the 
mountain. And if you think I came here 
to discuss history, guess again.” 

“I’ve got a pretty good idea what you 
came here for,” I said, “but you had better 
guess again. Let’s just keep our friendship 
on a business basis, huh?” 

“Business, business, always business,” 
Frances fumed, tossing her mink wrap over 
a chair and flopping down beside it. “How 
much business do you want? Do you know 
how much business I did this year, Randy 
boy? Sure you do, and I do too. I made 
$25,000 by my little old self, Randy boy. 
Just for you and me. Now, why don’t you 
have a little something on the house?” 

Frances was eyeing me like a cat watch- 
ing a mouse, and she leaned forward so 
that low-cut dress she was wearing could 
do the job it was cut out to do and I could 
smell that heavy perfume she was wearing. 
There wasn’t any wonder that she had 
made $25,000. I cleared my throat. 

“No thanks,” I said. 

It’s hard to explain what happened then 
unless you’ve been caught in a hurricane 
or tangled with a cage of wildcats. Frances 
blew her natural stack. She called me 
enough names to fill up a book, tried to 
scratch my eyes out and nearly wrecked 
the place before I could get her out of 
there. 

For three days after that, Frances stayed 
pretty much on the bottle. 

I should have known then not to take any 
chances, but I was aiming for Christmas. 

About a week later, Frances telephoned 
me one night. She was entertaining an old 
customer from Texas, who I had set up, 
and he had suddenly passed out at her 
place, she said. She was afraid he might 
be dead or seriously ill or something, and 
wanted me to rush over and take a look. 

Well, I had to go. After all, a thing like 
that could cause trouble. 

When I got there, Frances was in her 
negligee, and the guy, Frank Harris, was 
back in her bedroom, as sober and as alive 
as I was. 

“What's this all about?” I asked, look- 
ing from one to the other. 

“What’s what all about?” Frank said. 

“Have you passed out or been sick here 
tonight?” I asked him. 

“Are you nuts?” Frank snapped back. 

I took a quick look at Frances, but her 
face didn’t tell me anything. 

“Didn’t you hear her use the telephone?” 
I asked Frank. 

“T know she used it,” he said, “but she 
used the extension in the other room. I 
don’t know who she talked to or anything 








like that. What is this all about anyway?” 

When I looked around for Frances again, 
she was opening a back door and in walked 
Sergeant Thomas and his boys. 

That was it. Frances gave them facts, 
figures and fundamentals of our business, 
and had enough on Frank to ruin him if he 
didn’t tell what little he knew to back her 
up. When she got through talking, both on 
and off the witness stand, I was lucky not 
to get 50 years. 

But the ten I’m doing now are enough, 
I'll get off with less for good behavior may. 
be. But it’s a little late for “good behavior” 
for me. I guess my mother’s heart really 
couldn’t take it. She died the same year 
they sent me up. 

And June, well, we had never really 
promised each other anything, so we didn’t 
make any promises when they took me 
away. She just gave me that sad-eyed 
smile and said goodbye. We write every 
now and then but her letters don’t really 
tell me anything about herself, and she’s 
moved once. But a girl like June needs a 
guy. I know it and she knows it. And I’m 
not around now, so—who knows? 

I won’t even have that 300,000 bucks 
when I get out of here. My old man never 
really thought I would amount to anything, 
I guess, because he had a provision in the 
will so that if anything happened to mother 
and I got into any serious trouble, the 
dough would go to the executives in his 
businesses. So I guess the guys back home 
are getting fat off the dough. 

It’s like I said. Some guys have all the 
breaks. THE END 





Jealous Woman 
(Continued from Page 25) 


always felt that I was being tolerated in- 
stead of loved, that I was unwanted. 

I knew that long before I learned that | 
had been an unexpected baby. 

My mother and father were deeply in 
love with each other. For mother, a tall, at- 
tractive woman, there was no other man. 
My father was her whole world. They had 
met in a small southern town when he ap- 
peared there with a popular, touring swing 
quartet. 

They were taken with each other at the 
first meeting. And after a whirlwind court- 
ship, they were married. That was the 
beginning of a gay and thrilling life for 
Mother. Constant travel, being in the spot- 
light as the wife of the quartet’s featured 
singer; visiting the best clubs, the biggest 
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cities in the United States and Europe, 
shopping in the best stores, wearing the 
best clothes, living the best life. 

Then, unexpectedly, Mother became 
pregnant. 

My birth changed everything for her. 

Father settled us in his hometown, 4 
little college town in Virginia, where we 
lived in his family home along with one of 
his sisters, my Aunt Elizabeth. There al- 
ways was the promise that Father would 
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quit the quartet and settle down with us, 
put he never did. When he died, before I 
was 12. we were still living there and 
Mother had long since given up hope of 
ever having fun again. 

In a way, Mother became jealous of 
Father. Jealous because he was free to 
travel about while she was tied down with 
me. She became jealous of the career that 
made it possible for him to travel around. 
And. as I’ve said, she only tolerated me— 
blaming me, in her mind, for robbing her 
of the life she loved so well. 

[had enough food to eat and nice clothes 
to wear. I was above-average in my grades 
and in looks, but I was always very lonely. 
[had only a few friends; I was never really 
a part of a crowd. And I never had a boy 
friend. 

After Father died of a heart attack on a 
boat returning from a European tour, 
things got worse. Mother really died with 
him, for then she knew she would never 
be in the spotlight again. The final death 
came less than a year later when, strangely, 
she too suffered a heart attack and passed 
away. 

That left me with Aunt Elizabeth! 

Aunt Elizabeth became my mother. Un- 
married herself, she craved companionship. 
As two lonely people together, we seemed 
to understand each other and each other’s 
problems. Things I’d never dared talk to 
Mother about I could mention to Aunt Liz 
without a thought. Aside from companion- 
ship and understanding, she gave me the 
real affection I had missed all my life. How 
I ever disgraced her as I did, I’ll never 
know. 

Fortunately, Father left some insurance 
and that helped a lot. Because of the 
money, I never had to work as I went 
through high school and then attended the 
state college right there in my home town. 
I majored in education, sped through the 
four years with good marks, graduated and 
got myself a teaching job in a nearby high 
school. 

I guess I really was the girl who never 
left home! 

That is, I never left Aunt Liz’s house un- 
til after I got married. Then I moved back 
on the college campus! 

Judson Lawrence joined the faculty at 
State College in the fall of 1952. That was 
the year I took leave from my high school 
teaching job and returned to State College 
to work toward my master’s degree in edu- 
cation. Although Jud was only a year 
older than I was at the time—and I was 24 
—he already had his doctor’s degree. He 
was one of my profs. 

The first time I saw Jud in English class, 
Iwas struck by his youth. I felt sort of 



















strange being taught by a man so young. I 
also noticed, as how could any woman miss 
it, Jud’s good looks. He was tall and lean 
‘ith fine features. His face was thinner 
than the rest of him, but it was finely as- 
sembled, almost as if it had been sculp- 
ured by an artist of great talent. His eyes 
ere deep-set and bright—but the one 
hing about Jud you never forgot, once you 











were familiar with it, was his resonant 
voice. 

It was compelling, yet meledic. I re- 
member that in those early days I would 
close my eyes and listen to him talk, the 
better to catch the tones and overtones. 
Hearing Jud talk, even in class, was like 


hearing Nat Cole sing. 

Listening to Jud, I felt a surge of emo- 
tion within me like nothing I'd ever ex- 
perienced before. They say one secret of 
Nat Cole’s success is that he can make 
every woman feel as though he is singing 
just for her. I think that is the way I felt, 
sitting in Jud’s class, listening to him talk 
with my eyes closed. 

Then I could imagine that this was a 
one-woman Class and he was talking to me 
only. I could imagine that he wasn’t talk- 
ing about English, but about me... about 
how beautiful I was and how much he liked 
having me in his arms. 

That’s how I came to know about love. 

I felt it inside me. I felt love for Jud. 
But if he knew about it in the early weeks 
of that fall, he never let on. And, frankly, 
I never did anything to let him know how 
it was with me... about him. 

Had someone told me that before that 
school term had ended I would be Mrs. 
Judson Lawrence, I wouldn’t have believed 
it. 


T ALL STARTED in class when Jud 

and I got involved in a rather heated 
discussion about English construction. I 
had always considered myself pretty sharp 
in English and when this point came up, 
I was sure I was right. I stuck my neck 
out insisting on my point, even after Jud 
had proven to me—and to the class—that 
I was wrong. 

Normally, it shouldn’t have gotten under 
my skin the way it did but because I was 
secretly in love with him, I guess, it rankled 
me. 

Evidently Jud noticed it for as I was 
leaving the class, he called me to his desk. 

“I’m sorry, Miss Davis,” he said, “but I 
really was right. It wouldn’t have mattered 
so much, but the other students . . .” 

“So I was wrong,” I said. “We both 
know it. May I go now?” 

“Why take that attitude, Miss Davis? 
It’s not the end of the world. Besides, 
you're still my best student.” 

“Thank you.” 

Jud looked up at me then, his eyes hold- 
ing wonderment, as if I were a type he 
couldn’t quite understand. 

“Miss Davis,” he asked, 
to start a fight with me?” 

“A fight? Why, 

“What then?” 

“Nothing that I know of,” I said. 

“Oh, you’re just naturally difficult. Is 
that it?” 

“Mr. Lawrence, I don’t think I have to 
stand for all this.” 

“Oh, Miss Davis,” he said. 
“I’m the teacher, And teacher 
says you're having lunch with him—” 


“Am A?” 


“are you trying 


no—” 


yes you do, 
remember? 
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“You are!” 

“But I’m a student, Mr. Lawrence. It 
mightn’t look right.” 

“You’re in the graduate school, Miss 
Davis. That makes a difference.” 

And so I went to lunch in a little coffee 
shop just off campus with my teacher. 

If I had been smart, I would have seen 
the danger signs that went up on that very 
first date. If I had seen the signs, I would 
have saved both Jud and me a lot of heart- 
ache. 

But I didn’t see them. Instead, I found 
myself resenting people I had no right to 
resent. They were the students and other 
teachers who stopped by our little booth 
to speak to Jud. I know now that I re- 
sented them because they were robbing me 
of being alone with Jud at lunch. I wanted 
to be alone with him, completely; I wanted 
to have him all to myself—to see the hand- 
someness of him sitting across the table 
from me, to hear that compelling voice; 
I wanted him to be free to notice me, and— 
I hoped—to like me enough to want to see 
me again. 

The way it seemed to me, the lunch date 
didn’t go so well. We had very little time 
for conversation because someone was al- 
ways there to say “hello” to Jud. I hadn’t 
realized that he was so popular with every- 
one on campus until now. 

Still Jud wanted to see me again. 

“I'd like to know you better, Miss Da- 
vis,” he said as we finished lunch. “Maybe 
we could see a show in town one night... 
when you don’t have to study, of course.” 

“*Maybe,” I said. 

“Oh, can’t we be more definite?” 

“Should I?” 

He smiled and said: “Well, now, that’s 
a question I can’t answer. All I can do is 
ask you. Will you see a show with me on, 
let’s say, Friday night?” 

This was Tuesday. I said I thought Fri- 
day would be fine. Jud seemed pleased as 
we left. He was headed back to his class. 
I was headed to another class in another 
building. 

Friday night was the beginning of a 
dream existence for me. That night, Jud 
and I saw a movie then stopped into a 
quiet little bar for a drink afterward. This 
date was something like the first round in 
a prize fight. I don’t mean to say we 
fought. What I mean is there was a kind 
of conversational sparring around as we 
got to know each other better. 

I learned that Jud had been born in 
Jacksonville, Fla., reared and educated in 
New York. He had earned his doctorate at 
Columbia. His had not been a particularly 
hard nor soft life—just a good life without 
much worry and always with a goal to 
work for. 

Of course, I sketched my life to Jud— 
and I was glad that he was the understand- 
ing kind. He did not offer me spoken sym- 
pathy, nor pity. But as I spoke about my 
years with Aunt Liz, a tender warmth came 
into his brown eyes and I knew that he had 
compassion for me. 
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- After this Friday night date, we became 
a steddy item. I was a bit squeamish at 
first, being a student in Jud’s class, but 
Jud himself argued that I was a graduate 
student and, as such, was different from 
an undergrad. He said everyone knew I 
was -an adult who had been out in the 
world. earning my living and that.I was 
back: in school while on leave. 

I let him convince me—because I wanted 
him to. And so it was that all the free time 
I could spare from study was spent with 
Jud—at shows, at campus affairs, on coun- 
try rides in his car. 

We were parked one night in a secluded 
spot bordering a calm little lake when Jud 
placed an arm around me and said: 

“Seeing you like this just isn’t enough. 
I enjoy your company terribly much—but 
it’s both a pleasure and a pain. It’s a pain 
because I know that sooner or later I’ve got 
to leave you and go home alone—to be 
lonely.” 

I listened to his words—cherished the 
beautiful thought. I knew how it was be- 
cause I, too, often had felt the pain of leav- 
ing him, of going back to what now was 
an empty existence at home with Aunt Liz. 

“TI wasn’t made for loneliness,” Jud went 
on. “I can’t take it. Some mornings, about 
3, I wake up with a pillow in my arms, 
hugged tightly to me. A pillow, Helen, is 
a poor substitute for you. Will you marry 
me and be with me always?” 

Many times I had dreamed that Jud pro- 
posed. In those dreams, I was always ready 
with my answer. Now—I was surprised. 
Yet I was delighted. Beyond words. But it 
took time—a little while that seemed a long 
while—before I said, “Yes.” 

And even when I said it, for some reason 
I couldn’t turn and face Jud the way I 
wanted to. 

He did that for me. Gently, his hand ca- 
ressed my cheek and with the slightest 
pressure he turned my head and tilted it. 
He drew me to him. He kissed me. Ten- 
derly, then with passion like a flame. I 
knew the meaning of love in that moment— 
and I, who had never been around much, 
knew what it was to be a woman. It seemed 
that in those moments, while Jud held me 
tight and kissed me, and I kissed him, that 
I grew up and became a complete female. 
At first, I felt a bit strange. I was a little 
ashamed of my desire. But then I remem- 
bered love . . . our love. And that I was 
Jud’s for all time. Nothing else mattered. 


HREE WEEKS later, we were married. 

We had a private ceremony with Aunt 
Liz as my only attendant. Crying for joy 
one moment and hugging me fiercely the 
next, she marveled again and again that I 
was married and kept murmuring, “Helen, 
you sure made a wonderful catch.” She 
kept saying it as though she couldn’t be- 
lieve it. And I guess I couldn’t fully be- 
lieve it myself, for I was in a heaven all 
my own. 

Since school was still in session, we had 
only a weekend honeymoon—but it couldn’t 
have been better had we gone to Niagara 


Falls or Paris. Jud and I drove to a med 
on the Eastern Shore of Virginia, took a 
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cottage Jud had rented in anticipation of § we 
our coming. | 
There Jud and each glorious minute} the 
were mine to do with as I pleased. His— wh 
thoughts, his voice, every waking moment,f jm: 
his body . . . I knew they were mine. wa: 
I was hungry for him. I was selfish—If tha 
wanted him with me all the time. I didnt} abs 
care about eating or sleeping myself; I} like 
didn’t want to see a newspaper nor hear) wh: 
the radio; I didn’t want to leave the cot-f ima 
tage, for anything . . . all I wanted was) whe 
to be close to Jud. To listen to him speak I 
in the sweet language of love. To tell him} jt w 
how wonderful he was... how much If abo 
loved him. To prove to him how much If that 
loved him... sibly 
Those days were too wonderful for) some 
words. They were supposed to be “toof more 
wonderful,” for they were honeymoon days,? a fo 
Yet, I know now that they set a pattern that} youn 
was to wreck our happiness. De 
You see, my idea of love was all roman-§ ous c 
tic. When Jud and I married, I was all} while 
for giving up every other part of my life, Af 
Oh, I knew that Jud would have to teach,} into 
and possibly I would too, so that we could) and | 
live; yet all I wanted then was to love and§ schoo 
love and love. I was ready to quit school—f He w: 
and I wanted Jud to ask for time off so that} settlir 
we could be together constantly. Perhaps) ing ar 
both Jud and I had been foolish to get} and tl 
married during the school term—but | life w 
don’t think he had foreseen my demands} ship a 
He had thought that we could get married} But 
go away for a little while, then start living} Jud he 
together and everything would be fine. summ<¢ 
It was fine—but there just wasn’t enough} “We 
of it. taining 
Jud moved in with us temporarily bef our oy 
cause his apartment on campus was small} droppi 
and no houses were to be available untilf friends 
the term ended. Nothin 
Aunt Liz hovered over us like a mother and I c 
hen—adding to my irritation. She was onlyf paring 
trying to make us comfortable, to see tha} “Are 
we had everything we wanted. She didn't} asked. 
know I had all I wanted—Jud. “Som 
I lost all interest in school and finally,f teacher. 
against Jud’s wishes quit classes. I prom or som; 
ised him that I would resume studies the} “] <.. 
next term, after we were settled in ow I gue 
place. But I had no intentions of doing jealous 
that. After all, I didn’t need a higher def, For 
gree to be a housewife and—I hoped— i 
question 
mother. asa kid 
I know now that it would have been bet k ‘ 
ter had I forced myself to continue my = - 
classes. Then I would have had something} °°" '© 
to occupy my mind when I was away from I tried 
Jud and he was away from me. As it was, ~but Ii 
I was tortured all day while he was gone} te m 
The need for him was with me both night friends, 1 
and day. I could think of nothing but Jud ™ endles 
Never having had a man of my own befor} There 
—not even a serious boy friend. I wasifthat I k 
novice who had just discovered love anif Pogressi 
found it a thing of joy far beyond allf Broadway 
dreams or expectations. seen nor 
But, of course, Jud had his work anifdoistered 


college obligations growing out of his jobf'wn. 








resort 
took a 
ion of 


ninute 
l. His 
oment, 
e. 

fish—] 
didn't 
self; | 
r hear 
he cot 
-d was 
- speak 
21] him 
nuch | 
nuch | 


ul for 
e “too 
n days, 
rn that 


roman: 
was all 
ny life, 
. teach, 
e could 
ve and 
+hool— 
so that 
Perhaps 
to get 
—but | 
mands, 
1arried, 
t living 
fine. 
enough 


rily be 
s small 
le until 


mother 
yas only 
see that 


e didn't 


finally, 
I prom 
dies the 
in out 
f doing 
sher de 


pped—a 


een bet 
nue my 
mething 
ay from 
5 it was, 
as gone. 
th night 
but Jud 
n before 
I wast 
ove ant 
ond all 








ork and 
his jo) 





as a professor. They took him from home 


several nights a week as well as every 


week-day. 

His absences irritated me at first—al- 
though the irritations quickly disappeared 
when he was with me. Then I found myself 
imagining—especially at nights when he 
was gone and I was alone in our bedroom— 
that he was with another woman. I had 
absolutely no reason to imagine anything 
like that—but I did. I’m just telling you 
what really happened with me—I actually 
imagined that Jud was with another woman 
when he was away from me nights. 

I don’t know why I imagined it—unless 
it was because I had heard other girls talk 
about men—because I had heard them say 
that all men cheated a little bit. Or, pos- 
sibly, because I knew that Jud, being hand- 
some, was attractive to all women. But 
more like the truth is the fact that I was 
a foolish, inexperienced, extremely selfish 
young woman. 

Despite my mental torture, nothing seri- 
ous came of my imaginings and irritations 
while we lived with Aunt Liz. 

After school closed, Jud and I moved 
into a nice, six-room house on the campus, 
and between the regular term and summer 
school, Jud and I were completely happy. 
He was home every day. We had great fun 
settling into the house, furnishing it, work- 
ing around the lawn, catching a show now 
and then, going for a drive . . . living our 
life which now was a combination of court- 
ship and marriage. 

But summer school brought a change. 
Jud had explained it to me the week before 
summer school began. 

“We’re going to have to do some enter- 
taining this summer,” he began. “We've got 
our own place now and people will be 
dropping in on us. Especially some of my 
friends who’ve enrolled in summer school. 
Nothing fancy or expensive—understand— 
and I don’t want you to work too hard pre- 
paring dinners and drinks. But—” 

“Are any of your friends women?” I 
asked. 

“Some—a few,” Jud said. “Mostly 
teachers I’ve met before, either in school 
or some place else.” 

“T see.” 

I guess Jud never suspected that I was a 
jealous woman—an extremely jealous wom- 
an. For he paid no more attention to my 
question or my response to his reply. Jolly 
as a kid with a new toy, he went about his 
work around the house, pausing ever so 
often to come and give me a little kiss. 

Itried to be a gracious host that summer 
~but I never quite made it. I could never 
quite make it into the world of Jud’s 
friends, who started dropping by our house 
inendless streams. 

There was so much they had in common 
that I knew nothing about. New York, 
Mogressive music, Paris, the new plays on 
Broadway. Places and things I’d never 
sen nor enjoyed because I had lived a 
thistered life in this little southern college 
town. 





At first Jud tried to bring me into all 
the conversations, but after a while, he left 
me more or less to supply the food and 
drinks after hurried introductions. Perhaps 
he thought he was saving me embarrass- 
ment, but it only made me miserable. I be- 
gan to feel inadequate. And worse: 

I noticed one night that after Jud had 
had a few drinks, he was extremely friend- 
ly with the women visitors. I also began to 
realize that quite often there were more 
women present than men. The women al- 
ways came with men—but I wondered why 
some guys had two or three women with 
them. Were the extra women special friends 
of Jud’s? 

I might have grown out of this silly stage 
but for Henrietta Hardaway. 

I had gone shopping with Aunt Liz one 
day. At the store, I invited her to stop by 
our house for a cool drink before she went 
on home. As we came down the walk, both 
of us loaded with packages, I heard Jud’s 
infectious laughter—and then a woman’s 
voice. As we neared the house, I saw Jud 
and Henrietta seated close together with 
their backs to the living room window. I 
recognized Henrietta because I had seen 
her at the house before with several dif- 
ferent summer schoolteachers. 

We had a little white fence around our 
front lawn. The gate squeaked a little on 
its hinges. As I opened the gate, Jud heard 
it and turned around to look through the 
open window. Quickly he jumped up and 
came out of the house to relieve us of the 
packages. Henrietta followed, and I saw 
that she was dressed in flashy green-and- 
gold, skin-tight pedal pushers. 

“You should have let me know you 
needed help,” Jud said. “I could have 
driven you to the store.” He spoke to Aunt 
Liz, then said: “You know Henrietta Har- 
daway, don’t you?” 

I said, “Hello.” 

Henrietta said, “Hi.” 

Jud introduced Aunt Liz and Henrietta. 

“Henrietta teaches in Norfolk,” Jud ex- 
plained. “She’s working on her master’s 
in history. She was a schoolmate of mine 
at Columbia.” 

Introductions over, the four of us went 
into the house. 

While the three of us took the packages 
into the kitchen, Henrietta sat down again 
on the living room sofa and crossed her 
long, shapely legs. “Bring me a drink of 
water when you come, will you, Jud?” she 
called before he had put down the pack- 
ages he carried. “Sure, Henny,” he said 
to her through the house. 

Now it was Henny! 

Suddenly I wanted to go into the living 
room and slap her saucy face. Instead I 
said to Jud: “You go on back with the 
guest. Ill fix the water—or maybe she’d 
prefer beer. I’ve got some here.” 

“Would you like beer better, Henny?” 
Jud called. 

“You know I would,” she said with a 
laugh that chilled me. 

“Coming right up,” Jud called out to her. 
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Then to me: “You're really the sweetest 
wife a man ever had!” 

I started to say, “Am I?” but before I 
could, he planted a little kiss on my lips 
and fled the kitchen. 

When I took the beer in, Jud said: “I 
had been telling Henny what a wonderful 
girl I married. Being an old friend, she 
decided to drop by and see for herself.” 

“Yes,” Henny said in a sultry voice. 
“I'd met you before, but with all of those 
guys here, I never got a chance to really 
talk to you. I think Jud’s a lucky guy— 
but, then, Jud always was a good picker.” 

I said, “Thank you,” but I didn’t know 
what for. This chick sounded like a trou- 
ble-maker. If I had been smarter, I would 
have recognized that and ignored her. But 
the words she said stuck in me like a little 
knife—and I began wondering just how 
“lucky” Jud had been with her before he 
met and married me. 

Henrietta quickly downed her beer and 
got up to leave. “Well I really must be 
going,” she said to no one in particular. 
“So soon?” Jud said. “I thought you and 
Helen would get acquainted.” 

“Oh, we will. We will,” Henrietta said. 
“But I just remembered—I have a date 
with my beautician. I’m almost late now.” 

She offered me her hand, and as our 
eyes met and held briefly, I realized to my 
chagrin that she had my number. She had 
read my thoughts. And now she knew that 
I hated her! 

“Bye, Jud,” she called as she went 
through the front door. 

“Bye, Henny,” Jud said. “Come back 
when you can stay longer.” 

“Oh, sure,” I murmured viciously. “Do 
come back!” 

Jud looked at me surprised-like. “Now 
Helen—don’t tell me you’re jealous of Hen- 
ny. 

“Oh, no. Of course not,” I lied. 

“That Henny really is some gal in that 
outfit,” Jud said. “But she can’t touch you 
with a 10-foot pole. Remind me to get 
some pedal-pushers for you. I'll bet you'll 
make all the guys go hog-wild with that 
shape of yours.” 

“Please, Jud. Must you be so vulgar?” 

I guess Jud had never seen this side of 
me. For quickly he dropped the joking 
manner and became serious. “Aw, Helen, 
I didn’t mean anything. You know I’d 
never go for anybody but you.” 

“T want to believe that always, Jud. But 
you have known Henrietta for a long time.” 

A frown crossed his face, completely 
erasing the grin that he had worn. “You 
aren't serious, are you?” he asked. “Not 
you, Helen. Jealous.” 

Yes, me of all people. Jealous. Jealous 
because I loved him so much—and couldn’t 
stand for any woman to even look at him 
like she wanted him, let alone get familiar 
with him. No Henny Hardaway nor any 
other woman was going to have him. He 
was mine, all mine. Before I’d let someone 
else have him, I’d kill myself. 

The moment was awkward and Jud obvi- 
ously was puzzled. Slowly he turned away 
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from me, went out of the house, got into the 


‘car.and drove away. He didn’t say where 


he was going, nor when he’d be back. He 
didn’t say anything. I wanted to call him 
back—I wanted desperately to call him, but 
I couldn’t. A great sob filled my throat as 
Aunt Liz came out of the kitchen and stood 
beside me. I didn’t want her to see how 
it was with me. I tried to hide it. But she 
knew. 

“Don’t torture yourself, Helen,” she said. 
“Don’t make trouble for yourself.” 


FOR A WEEK or more, life went on— 

outwardly—as if nothing had happened. 
I was miserable inside, but Jud never men- 
tioned the incident and I wouldn’t. But 
several times I caught him looking at me 
with probing eyes. It came to me that I 
had surprised him with my reaction to 
Henny Hardaway and that he was worried. 
It was as though he had seen a new side 
of me and was trying to figure it out. 

That made me feel guilty. Was I making 
a fool of myself? Was I imagining things 
that couldn’t possibly be true? Was. there 
something wrong with me? I never could 
get the right answer to any of those ques- 
tions. 

Two evenings, I remember, Jud left the 
house, saying he was going to take a walk 
and smoke before bed. He didn’t invite me 
to go along. Each time, I sat in the living 
room and wondered: where had our happi- 
ness gone? Wasn’t I entitled to be posses- 
sive about my own husband? He was all 
the happiness I had—was it wrong that I 
should resent another woman who seemed 
to have designs on him? 

Then, one Saturday, the whole thing 
came to a head. 

Jud had gotten some of his old college 
books out of storage and we were busy 
cleaning and sorting them. At least, I was 
the one busily sorting and cleaning, for as 
he came to each book, Jud stopped to rem- 
inisce. One book reminded him of a cer- 
tain teacher. Another reminded him of a 
funny incident in a class. Each one held 
some memory which he now savored over 
and over. 

While dusting off one thin volume, a 
small envelope fell into my lap. Glancing 
down, I noticed the return address and 
stiffened. It was: Henrietta Hardaway, 
2022 West Adams Blvd., Los Angeles. 

Jud looked up to say something the book 
he held reminded him of, but on seeing the 
expression on my face, he stopped and 
asked: “What is it, Helen? What’s wrong?” 

I handed him the envelope. “Henrietta 
Harda—” 

“Well, can you beat this?” he said, try- 
ing to be casual. “A letter from Henny.” 

Before I knew it, I was on my feet. 
“You’ve known her a long time, haven’t 
you, Jud? Maybe too long—” 

He looked at me the way he did that day 
when I came home and found her there 
with him. Just like he did that day, he 
started to walk away.” 

“Don’t walk away this time, Jud. I know 








there’s something between you and Hen. 
rietta. This letter proves it.” 
“Proves what?” he asked, as if the very 
idea was ridiculous. “Se she wrote me a 
letter one summer when she took a vaca. 
tion in Los Angeles. I told you she was 
a schoolmate of mine. Does that mean she’s 
my girl now—or even then?” 
“If it doesn’t mean that, then what does 
it mean?” 
“Why does it have to mean anything, 
Helen? Because you're jealous of every. 
thing in a dress?” 
I wasn’t prepared for his dig. It infu. 
riated me. 
“You’ve got some nerve, bringing her 
into our house!” 
“And you’ve got some nerve getting an. 
gry,” he said. “You haven’t even stopped 
to read the letter. But I’m not going to 
let you read it now. You wouldn’t know 
the truth if you saw it or heard it.” 
“The truth is that you’re going with Hen. 
rietta Hardaway,” I said. 
“No the truth is: you’re an insanely jeal- 
ous woman, Helen. And I’ve always hated 
jealous women. I never could stand them. 
I wouldn’t have married you if I'd thought 
you were one of that silly breed—” 
“Silly breed? Just because I love you 
so much—” 
“That isn’t love, Helen. That’s plain fool. 
ishness. Henny has been a friend of mine 
for a long time. Do you think I’m sucha 
fool as to let her come here if there was 
more to it than that? You know I’m not 
that kind of fool, but—” 
“But what?” 
“But it doesn’t matter now. I said I never 
could stand a jealous woman. [I still can’t.” 
He started through the front door. 
“Where’re you going?” I cried, getting 
desperate now. 
“Out,” he said. 
“To see Henrietta, J] suppose.” 
“Yes, to see Henrietta,” he said, and was 
gone. 


Jud didn’t come back that night nor the 
next day. Late Sunday, a boy came over 
and said Mr. Lawrence had sent him over 
to get his clothes. He handed me a note. 
I tore open the envelope and read it: 


“Dear Helen— 

“I’m sorry this happened. I’m truly 
sorry. But I don’t think things could 
ever be the same now that I know 
you're the kind of woman you are. 
Please let Jim get some of my things. 

Thanks. 

Jud.” 


I couldn’t believe it—but there it was it 
black and white. Jud had left me. The 
realization of what the note meant camt 
to me slowly—like a spreading pain. Num 











ban 
It n 
enol 
mak 
dran 
myst 
my | 
ousy 
he j 
leave 
faile 
little 
Jud : 
If it 
why 
TI 
his € 
vince 
ing © 
me. 
I wa: 


right 


H I 
on m 
lived. 
in th 
wome 
rushe 
living 
mothe 
know. 
but s 
build: 
way i 
big h 
Road. 
just 1 
“W. 
“Sh 
I le 
legs w 
and 
Her 
thin si 
hersel! 
see me 
Hes 
Lawre 
I b; 
asked, 
with J 
Hen 
“Why 
The 
devilis| 
to exp! 
admit | 
but she 
as Ww 
Hen: 
past th 
and sat 
as she 
broke t 
“Jud 








bly, I showed Jim where Jud’s things wert 
then went to our room and collapsed on th 
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I don’t know how long I lay there, cry 
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band, silently cursing Henrietta Hardaway. 
It must have been hours before I got up 
enough strength to go to the kitchen and 
make coffee. Then wearily I sat there and 
drank cup after cup. I still couldn’t make 
myself believe that I had no right to want 
my husband to be all mine. Was my jeal- 
ousy as unreasonable as Jud said? Or was 
he just taking the first excuse he got to 
leave me for another woman? How had I 
failed him? Didn’t other couples have their 
little spats and stay married? Why hadn’t 
Jud read the letter to me, or let me read it? 
If it was just a friendly letter, as he said, 
why hadn’t he let me read it? 

The more I thought about it, the flimsier 
his excuses sounded. And the more con- 
vinced I became that Jud really was play- 
ing on my emotions to make a fool out of 
me. That brought anger—and a decision: 
| was going to have it out with Henrietta, 
right now, this night! 


URRIEDLY I DRESSED and pre- 

pared to go out ... then it dawned 
on me that I didn’t know where Henrietta 
lived. I guessed that she might be living 
in the Henry Hall, where most of the 
women summer school students stayed. I 
rushed over there .. . but Henrietta wasn’t 
living on campus this summer, the house 
mother told me. Where, then? I wanted to 
know. The house mother was a bit dubious, 
but she placed a call to someone in the 
building and finally told me, “Miss Harda- 
way is living at Mrs. Ransome’s place, the 
big house just off the campus on Village 
Road. But she may not be home yet. She 
just left here a half-hour ago.” 

“Was she alone?” I asked. 

“She was alone.” 

I left then and, walking as fast as my 
legs would move, headed for Village Road 
and Mrs. Ransome’s place. 

Henny was home. Cool and sexy in a 
thin summer frock, she answered the door 
herself. She seemed genuinely surprised to 
see me. 

Hesitating a moment, she said: “Mrs. 
Lawrence .. . I didn’t expect you.” 

I barged into the house and bluntly 
asked, “How long have you been going 
with Jud?” 

Henrietta composed herself 
“Why don’t you ask him?” 

The question frustrated me. She was so 
devilishly cool and calm while I was about 
to explode with emotion. I didn’t want to 
admit that I’d lost my husband to her .. . 
but she must know it anyway. 

“I want to know from you,” I said. 

Henrietta turned her back on me, walked 
past the cocktail table in this living room, 
and sat down on the sofa, crossing her legs 
as she had done at our place. That act 
broke the string inside me. 

“Jud left me,” I said, moving closer to 
her, involuntarily raising my hand into 
slapping position. “He left me .. . for 
you.” 

“Oh!” 

“Where is he, Henrietta? I’ve got to have 
him back! He’s mine!” 
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‘ Henrietta laughed now. It was a sarcas- 
tic laugh, one that said, well, if Jud left 
you, it serves you right. You should’ve 
expected as much. Her complete compo- 
sure made me suddenly feel so small and 
inadequate. I knew I was beaten. I was 
no match for this smart woman of the 
world. How could I ever hope to take Jud 
from her? 

“You’re a fool, Helen,” Henrietta said 
after a while. “Women like you have no 
business getting married — especially to 
handsome men like Jud. If a woman 
wanted to take a husband from the likes 
of you, all she’d have to do would be to take 
him. You couldn’t do a thing about it. But 
it just so happens that I don’t love Jud, 
and never did—” 

“Haven’t you seen him .. . since Satur- 
day?” 

“Sure I’ve seen him. I was with him to- 
night. And I can tell you this: I’m leaving 
here soon. If I wanted Jud to come along 
with me, all I’d have to do would be snap 
my fingers and he’d come—” 

Suddenly I couldn’t stand to hear any 
more. I pushed open the door and fled. 

And as I left, I heard Henrietta laugh. 

It had started to rain—but I didn’t know 
that until later. I rushed from Mrs. Ran- 
some’s house blindly, not knowing exactly 
where I was going, not caring. My mind 
was a fog. A complete and terrible blank. 
I didn’t care where I was going, didn’t care 
what happened. I was all jammed up in- 
side—and [ wanted relief. The idea of 
death even seemed inviting . 

I hadn’t been aware that I was walking 
in the middle of the street—Village Road— 
until I saw the car rush around the curve. 
The sudden lights blinded me and my be- 
fogged mind wouldn’t function . . . I re- 
member hearing the squeal of brakes . . . 
the cacophonic sound of a horn. Some- 
where a voice screamed . . . it was mine 

. . then blackness encircled me .. . 


I was awakened by light and warmth. 
They belonged to the sun that was pouring 
through the blinds of my bedroom. Con- 
fused, I turned my head to see, sitting by 
my bed, Aunt Liz. At my movement, a 
young doctor I knew came over and asked: 

“How’re you feeling, Mrs. Lawrence?” 

“T’m all right, I think, Dr. Roberts. What 
happened?” 

“You only walked into the side of a car. 
Lucky for you the driver stopped when he 
did. All you got were a few bruises—” 

Aunt Liz stroked my head gently. “You 
are lucky, Helen. In more ways than you 
know. Dr. Roberts said you’ve been under 
a mental strain. You’ve been asleep two 
days—” 

Then I remembered everything. 

“Has Jud come home?” I asked. 

Aunt Liz turned to Dr. Roberts, who 
looked at her knowingly, as if they shared 
a secret. Then he spoke to me. He let me 
in on the secret: 

“You’ve just been through a miracle, 
Mrs. Lawrence. I have reason to believe 
you’re pregnant—” 


















I stared at him in surprise. arol 
“Aren’t you happy, Helen?” Aunt sort 
asked. like 
Tears flooded my eyes. “I don’t knoy§ T 
Aunt Liz. Maybe if Jud—” the | 


“Jud will be here soon,” she said. “Hei robe 















been with you night and day since the accjf saw 
dent. Dr. Roberts just sent him out to gep reve! 
some fruit juice for you—” face: 
I wanted to be happy again. Just tip news 
know that Jud had been with me made mp peoP 
feel good again, all over. But— deat! 
Aunt Liz had the answer to my unspoke overt 
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“He’s terribly sorry, Helen. And hg into | 
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loves you. Nobody but you!” the n 
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like you, he had a problem that was tog conso 
big for him to solve right then. You seep future 
his mother was a jealous woman. She droy there 
his father insane—” inside 
Now I understood. But understanding alone 
was too much for me. I passed out ... | He ha 
When I awoke hours later, it was nigh I rese 
and Jud was sitting by the bed, holding m a baby 
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“Hi, Honey,” he said to me. “Yo 
“Hi, Jud.” child,” 
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scared and helpless. Even now, with tl Fecal 
scar of it healed and the memory dulled) 1 
it is a vivid thing to recall. Ma and Dadé bo y 
had made a trip into the next town to go .. “a 
a dance—one of their rare breaks in a mo et ol 
otonous routine. I was fifteen then and x Tee of 
mantic-minded enough to think it like ir wy 
fairy tale that Ma should get all dre ed an 
up in a divine, new department store go that the 
that Daddy should deck himself out in Rimade 
rented tux. a 
“Have a good time,” I told them fond Bd bees 
as they prepared to leave me with warning 
to finish my homework and get to 
early. Dace. H 
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house, sensing that the night was alme eral 
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folks hadn’t returned; that everythi a 
wasn’t as it should be. It was an accuralf, hg 
premonition. I got out of bed, turned ¢ as 
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clock which said five. No one in our to “° 
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was a dance. It was only a few minut’) Worth 
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around my knees, my brain inventing all 
sorts of terrible imaginings. But it seemed 
like hours. 

Then, the loud imperative knocking on 
the door froze my blood. I pulled my bath- 
robe on, went downstairs to the door and 
saw two neighbors standing there. The 
revelation of tragedy was written on their 
faces. Yet, even after they had broken the 
news. I couldn’t believe that the only two 
people I had in the world had met instant 
death on the highway, Daddy’s old Ford 
overturned when a careening convertible, 
driven by a drunken playboy, had swerved 
jnto it. 

People were so sympathetic, so kind in 
the nightmare days which followed. Neigh- 
bors took over the house, made all arrange- 
ments for the funeral, tried their best to 
console me and help me make plans for the 
future. I wanted to feel appreciative, but 
there was a deep resentment smouldering 
inside of me. All I wanted was to be left 
alone so I could ask God over and over why 
He had allowed this awful thing to happen. 
I resented being fussed over, treated like 
ababy. I resented the anxiety of neighbors 
as to how I would get along, now that Ma 
and Daddy were gone. 

“You can’t live here all by 
child,” Pastor Henderson’s wife told me. 
“Some plans will have to be made.” 

Inwardly, I was defiant. My mind was 
ul sleep made up that I would remain in the little 
fe again house which sheltered all the dear mem- 
iE EN ories of my growing up and of my loving 

parents. I would quit school and get a job 
and be as much of a grown-up as any of 
my solicitous neighbors. 

Then you came along, Phillip. In all the 
confusion and grieving and planning. no 
one had thought about the fact that the 
man responsible for my parent’s death 
should be made to pay a penalty. No one 
had thought of it but you. 

You stopped me on the street one day, 
tipping your hat just as you had done when 
Ma was alive. You treated me as if I were 
areal grownup, not the helpless child I 
had appeared to my well-intentioned neigh- 
bors. You asked me if anything was being 
done about recovering damages from the 
death of my parents. I didn’t understand 
some of the legal terms you used. All I 
knew was that you were courteous and 
kind and that, somehow, there was a way 
that the man who killed my parents could 
be made to provide me with financial aid. 
Iwas relieved to hear this. All along I 
had been keeping up a front, trying to act 
as though I wasn’t worried. There was a 
‘Viittle cash around the house in Dad’s hiding 
gplace. He’d never believed in banks. But 
n the sliltte insurance hadn’t taken care of all the 
is almFineral expenses and pretty soon there 
that Myouldn’t be any money at all. 
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started suit against the drunken murderer 
of my folks and so skilfully did you work it 
that the case never even had to go to court. 
There was a settlement of $5000 made— 
which I begged you to handle for me. You 
my guardian. my advisor, my 
trusted friend. For many, many months I 
lived in absolute awe of you. Hearing the 
fine. deep sound of your voice. seeing the 
kind, sympathetic light in your eyes when 
you talked to me. I was constantly un- 
nerved when you were near. 

I concentrated hard trying to deter- 
mine your innermost thoughts about how 
I should behave. how I should dress, what 
company I should keep. At night I dreamed 
the same fantastic dream, over and over 
again. I dreamed that the father-daughter 
relationship which was growing up between 
us had deepened and richened into a won- 
derful romance, that asked me to 
marry you. I was furious with myself for 
having such dreams. In the first place, you 
were so much older than I. In the second 
place, you were married—and how I hated 
the lucky woman who was your wife! 

I am so ashamed tonight as I remember 
that hatred. More so, because your wife, 
Ann, did so much for me, almost seemed 
to compete with you in trying to make me 
happy, to make me forget the loneliness 
and tragedy which had come into my life. 
I needed help badly. Even though I was 
making my way quite well—working at the 
job you'd obtained for me as cashier in a 
small movie, the disapproval of my neigh- 
bors was heavy about me. They shook their 
heads and clucked their tongues about “a 
young girl like that living by herself.” They 
pointed out to me that I ought to let the 
house be sold, that I ought to go live in 
a YWCA or find a place with friends. A 
number of them offered to take me in. 

Not all of them were being merely gen- 
erous. Some were mindful of the fact that 
I had a nest egg in the bank, a good steady 
job and would make a welcome financial 
addition to their households. Then, Phillip, 
just when I was getting weary beyond hope 
of the good advice and solicitous comments 
of my neighbors, you and Ann came to me 
with a proposition which took my breath 
away. 

Ann made it sound as though I’d be 
doing you two a favor by accepting the 
proposition. 

“We've never had a daughter, June,” 
she said. “We've always wanted one. We 
think you’re very sweet and we imagine 
you're just as lonely as we are. Phillip is 
away so often, working on cases and mak- 
ing trips out of town. How would you like 
to come and live with us and belong to 
us?” 

I broke down and cried. What Ann didn’t 
know is that I wasn’t only crying because 
of her kindness. I was crying too because 
of the sweet and bitter irony of the idea— 
living in the same house with you, Phillip, 
being close to you, seeing you at breakfast 
and waiting breathlessly for you to come 
home—all the time knowing you were com- 
ing home to her and not to me, knowing 
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ply as a child. 


VEN THOUGH MA AND DADDY had 

always kept me pretty close to home, 
I'd imagined myself in love before with 
boys my age, boys who went to the same 
church socials I attended, boys who were 
beginning to think of themselves as men. 
I’d done my share of discreet flirting and 
romancing and necking at parties, on pic- 
nics and in parks. I’d never surrendered 
myself completely to any boy because Ma 
and I had shared so many sensible talks 
about that kind of thing. I’d known boys 
who had been so physically attractive to 
me that they had stirred frightening emo- 
tions, disturbing passions in me. I didn’t 
feel that way about you, Phillip. My love 
for you was a very lofty thing—made up of 
respect and admiration and the frustration 
of never dreaming it possible to possess 
you. If I accepted Ann’s invitation to come 
and live in your home, I wondered how 
long it would be before I could bear the 
thought of you in her arms and only walls 
separating you from me. 

I did accept the invitation. I had to ad- 
mit to myself that I had been putting up a 
brave front about living alone. It was really 
something, being a part of a family again. 
It was thrilling, living in the warm glow 
you and Ann had created for each other 
and which you so naturally and generously 
extended to include me. But it was terri- 
ble too. For, every day, seething inside of 
me, was a growing hatred for Ann, a grow- 
ing love for you. 

Those were the days when I became an 
expert in the dark art of hypocrisy. Ann 
was so devoted to me that I should have 
been ashamed to hate her. Gradually, tact- 
fully, she exerted an influence on my way 
of living. She showed me excitingly clever 
ways to make myself more attractive, sug- 
gested a hair style which brought out in 
me a vividness and sophistication I'd never 
dared hope for. She shopped with me for 
clothes, taught me how to dress simply and 
with style. I paid careful attention to her, 
hoping you would notice my new grown-up 
appearance and be shocked into looking at 
me as a young lady, not a girl you felt 
sorry for. I was trying to use what I could 
get out of your wife, Phillip, to enable me 
to take you away from her. 

But it didn’t work. Each evening, when 
you came home from your office and took 
Ann into your arms, kissing her tenderly, 
another stab struck at my heart. Every 
time I noticed the secret look which passed 
between you two, the look of understanding 
—every time I heard you tease each other 
or laugh softly together, I experienced the 
fierce throbbing ache of resentment and 
jealousy. Several times, my control broke 
inside of me and I rose hurriedly from the 
dinner table and went to my room to sob 
out my frustration. 

You and Ann noticed the strange way I 
acted. Both of you misinterpreted it. Both 
of you thought I was still suffering from the 
loss of Ma and Daddy. The hell of it all 
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was that no one else knew what was in my 
heart. There was no one in whom I could 
‘confide. 

Ann tried to interest me in activities 
which she thought would help. She encour- 
aged me to cultivate the friendship of other 
girls, planned parties for me, persuaded 
me to join the Y and become active there. 
Nothing helped. She was seeking a cure 
for my illness—but her medicine couldn’t 
work because her diagnosis was all wrong. 
Often I thought savagely of how shocked 
she would be if she knew my real trouble. 
In the wildest moments of my torment I 
thought what a cruel satisfaction I could 
have gained by looking her squarely in the 
eye and saying: “Don’t pity me, Ann. 
Watch me. Don’t try to help me. Don’t 
be my friend. I’m not your friend. I’m your 
enemy. I don’t want girl friends or boy 
friends or parties. I want your husband— 
and some day I'll get him.” 

Yes, Phillip, in spite of all the torture 
and self-pity I felt, lurking way at the back 
of my mind, was the conviction that I 
would get you some day. And even if I had 
to resort to the lowest kind of trick to do 
it, I did. 

It was several days after my eighteenth 
birthday that Anne’s old, almost forgotten 
heart ailment clutched at her and sent her 
gasping to bed. I’d have been completely 
inhuman not to have some small feeling for 
her in return for all her kindness to me. 
I stayed home from work several days, 
helping to nurse her, trying to make her 
comfortable. But Anne grew worse and the 
visits of the doctor became more frequent. 
It was the look on the doctor’s face, the 
way he shook his head, the grave conversa- 
tion he had with you one night which set 
me thinking. Maybe Ann wasn’t just sick 
temporarily. Maybe Ann was going to die. 
And, if Ann died... . 

I'd like to be able to say that my crim- 
inal thoughts horrified me. I’d like to say 
I was civilized enough to hope that Ann 
pulled through. But, being henest about it, 
I have to admit that gradually at first, then 
faster and faster, the thought whirled 
around in my brain: “If she dies, I can 
have Phillip. I won’t be an extra person 
here any more. I can have Phillip.” 

You’d become so much an obsession with 
me that I’d given up all common, basic 
decency. All I wanted was you. 

And Ann died. She died painlessly, swift- 
ly one Sunday afternoon. She just went to 
sleep and never woke up. 

It was a bitter time for you, Phillip. You 
had loved her so deeply, so dearly. Seeing 
the light gone from your eyes, the little sag 
of despair which visited those fine shoul- 
ders, I almost wished Ann hadn’t left us. 
In all that sad period between her death 
and the funeral, I wanted so utterly to hold 
your grief-etched face in my hands, to 
stroke your forehead, to whisper that I 
would try, with all my heart and soul, to 
bring you the kind of happiness which Ann 
had given you. It hurt me that I couldn’t 
get close to you. Not only had you seemed 
to withdraw into yourself with your grief. 
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“Call her a child, if you like,” Dr. Raw- 
lins continued seriously. “Phil, that girl is 
past eighteen. She’s not only got a pretty 
face but she’s ripening into a very lovely 
thing—bodily. You’ve just never looked at 
her that way, I suppose. But I feel it my 
duty as a friend, to warn you that you'll do 
serious damage to your position in this 
community if you let vicious scandal get 
out only weeks after Ann’s death.” 

I'd heard enough to fill me with a vio- 
lent fear. My heart was trip-hammer wild. 
Would I really have to leave you, Phillip? 
Would I really have to lose the one, the 
only person in my world? Stealthily, I 
arose from my chair and quietly closed the 
door of my room. I didn’t want to hear any 
more just then. I wanted to think—to 
scheme. Then and there, I knew that, 
whatever it cost, I had to find a way to 
stay with you. 

All interest in my book was gone. I had 
undressed for the night and was wearing a 
pair of gorgeous Chinese red lounging pa- 
jamas, one of Ann’s last gifts. Swiftly I 
crossed the room and stood in front of my 
mirror. I looked at myself critically for 
several minutes. What Dr. Rawlins had 
said was true. I was ripening. I was at- 
tractive. I bore no resemblance to the wide- 
eyed, unsophisticated girl who used to 
watch you pass by the old homestead and 
see you tipping your hat to Ma. My com- 
plexion was a honey brown, clear and beau- 
tifully healthy. My hair fell, shimmering, 
to my shoulders. For that I could thank 
Ann. I studied my swelling, piquant con- 
tours, the trim curves which had awakened 
interest in the eyes of many a local young 
man and called forth flattering street-cor- 
ner whistles time and again. 

“You’ve just never looked at her that 
way.” 

Those had been Dr. Rawlins’ words. 

Why hadn’t you ever looked at me that 
way? I cast about for the answer. It was 
because your eyes had been so full of Ann 
that you were blind to every other living 
thing. But now Ann was gone. And you 
were there—footsteps aways from me—a 
lonely man with no sweet, warm body to 
share your bed. And here I was, crying 
out my heart simply to be touched by you. 

A swift resolve—so insane, so shocking 
that it took my breath—formed in my 
mind. I would let you know, Phillip. I 
would let you know that I wasn’t just a 
“sweet child.” I would let you know that 
I was a young vibrant woman, bursting 
with the desire to love, to be loved. 

I lay across my bed. The radio was play- 
ing softly. You and the doctor talked on. 
But I could wait. It was about an hour 
later that I heard you and Dr. Rawlins 
going down the steps. You were seeing him 
to the door. I heard you come back up- 
stairs, walking slowly, walking that tired, 
unhappy way you had ever since Ann left 
you. I heard you moving about your room. 
Iknew you were preparing for bed. 

I counted the minutes. I lay in bed, 
waiting, building my nerve for the auda- 
cious thing I was about to do. I heard 






you snap the light switch, heard the bed 
give under your weight. I wanted you to be 
just a wee bit drowsy, just almost asleep 
when I came to visit you... 


THATS HOW I won you, Phillip. It took 

a little time before you could face your- 
self, forgive yourself for committing what 
you thought was an unpardonable sin. Your 
conscience was at war with you. But, after 
all, I was young and warm and sweetly af- 
fectionate and you needed love so desper- 
ately. It wasn’t long before you not only 
accepted me as your mistress but gloried 
in the sweetness of our passionate nights 
together. You had a new way of looking at 
me, a completely different attitude toward 
me and I was so utterly happy that I was 
afraid. 

I had reason to fear. Just as Dr. Rawlins 
had predicted, the gossip began. 

“. .. ought to be ashamed, keeping that 
young girl in his house and his wife still 
warm in her grave.” 

“Anybody knows they’re carrying on to- 
gether. Maybe it was happening before his 
wife died.” 

That’s the way it went. It got back to 
me and it got back to Phil. I was conscious 
of the indignant and scornful stares of 
people I met on the street; people who’d 
once been friendly. I was defiant about the 
gossip. After all, the only thing I cared 
about was that you loved me very much. I 
knew it because of the tender way you 
made love to me, the violently sweet way 
you possessed me. I knew it because the 
snap had come back to your step and the 
resoluteness once again braced your shoul- 
ders. I knew it because of the happiness 
in your eyes when you came home evenings 
to find me waiting, supper ready, your slip- 
pers and pipe there just as they’d been 
when Ann was alive. 

So I was completely happy, Phil—for 
the first time in my life—completely happy. 
It was a short-lived happiness indeed. It 
began to crumble when you decided to do 
something about your cherished ambition 
to get into local politics. For a number of 
years your friends had urged you to use 
your gifts of popularity, the power to make 
a rousing speech, your reputation for integ- 
rity, to carve out a place for yourself in 
state politics. You had always refused to 
listen but both Ann and I knew that you 
were flattered by the idea and that taking 
advantage of your opportunity was one of 
your fondest dreams. One day you came 
home early from your office, an extra spar- 
kle in your eye. 

“June,” you said. “I’m going to do it. 
I’m going to run for office. Jim Bartlett has 
resigned from politics and there’s a place 
on the county ticket. No money in it but 
it’s a strategic job. Lord knows how far a 
man can go in this thing what with the 
whole South being revolutionized by the 
growing Negro vote.” 

I kissed you and almost cried with hap- 
piness. I had grand dreams of your be- 
coming one of the most important men in 
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the state, maybe even in the national pic- 
ture. 

“Go ahead, darling,” I said. “Go ahead.” 

Oh, Phil, if I had only known that you 
were getting ready to experience the cruel- 
lest blow a man can suffer, I’d have begged 
on my bended knees to make you forget the 
idea. But how was I to know? I was so 
filled with the happiness of belonging to 
you, possessing you that I thought of little 
else. 

Remember how you phoned Dr. Rawlins 
that night and discussed your plan with 
him. Remember how enthusiastic he was 
and then how you kept me awake almost 
all night long, talking enthusiastically 
about how you’d campaign, work day and 
night to win the nomination. All you 
needed was the nomination and that would 
mean election. You spoke of your long- 
time friends in the local setup who had 
always been behind you and who would 
work for you like beavers to quell what- 
ever opposition there might be. 

But the next morning the whole picture 
changed. Dr. Rawlins was at our home 
bright and early, the look on his usually 
cheerful face revealing that he had news 
which wasn’t pleasant. You and he went 
into your study and closed the door. You 
talked for an hour or more. When you 
came out to walk to the front door with 
the doctor, your face was lined with pain 
and anger. I felt a swift hurt in my heart 
to see you so. The minute you had closed 
the door behind Dr. Rawlins, I ran to you. 

“What’s wrong, Phil, dear?” I de- 
manded anxiously. 

There was a cold fury in your eyes—a 
fury so consuming that you looked at me 
almost as if I were a stranger. 

“It seems I’m not fit to enter local poli- 
tics,” you sneered. “It seems I have fallen 
from civic grace in this stinkin’ little, nar- 
row-minded, two-by-four community. It 
seems the local aristocracy wouldn’t sup- 
port any effort of mine because I am living 
in sin. It seems there’s even a possibility 
that you or I deliberately caused Ann’s 
death so that we could wallow in sin to- 
gether. It even seems that I am ‘carrying 
on’ with you because you are heiress to the 
huge sum of five thousand dollars.” 

Phil was trembling with rage as he fin- 
ished speaking. A great horror had welled 
up inside of me. 

“How awful, Phil,” I exclaimed. “I never 
dreamed people could be so vicious. I .. .” 

You shot me a quick, puzzling look. 

“Not everything they’re saying is un- 
true,” you declared significantly. 

I was stunned by the hurting truth of 
this. Immediately, my indignation trans- 
ferred itself from the townsfolk to you. 

“Does that mean you’re sorry about us 
then, Phil?” I demanded hotly. “Because 
I can go away, you know. I can go away 
and let you become a respectable citizen 
again. Even if I did have to throw myself 
at you to get you, I still have some pride.” 

The old tender look came back into your 
eyes. You stepped forward, took me in 
your arms. 
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“Aren’t we being foolish?” you asked ca- 
ressingly as you kissed away the tears 
gathering in my eyes. “We’re letting the 
cheap gossip of the town make us angry 
with each other. You're all I’ve got, June. 
I love you very much.” 

“And I love you, Phil,” I confessed. 

“Then,” you said, speaking as one who 
has discovered an inspiration. “Then, why 
should we live in sin—as they put it. Why 
shouldn’t we get married?” 


GASPED with amazement. Believe it 

or not, so intent had I been on winning 
you and keeping you after I had won you 
—that no thought of marriage had ever 
occurred to me. Besides, it would have 
seemed so impossible because I was al- 
ready so content with life that more happi- 
ness would make living seem a fantastic 
dream. 

“I know what you’re thinking, dear,” you 
continued: “You’re thinking that it will 
cause more talk—what with the difference 
in our ages and the fact that Ann has 
been dead only a year. But, after all, 
there’s already talk and we must remem- 
ber that Ann thought so much of you her- 
self. She’d want us to be happy together 
since she’s gone.” 

I felt a twinge of conscience with the 
realization that you had no idea how I'd 
hated and envied Ann and virtually exulted 
in her death. I remembered suddenly what 
a shameless thing I'd done, flinging myself 
into your arms almost before her body was 
cold in the ground. For one insane mo- 
ment, I was ready to repent thoroughly, to 
fling happiness away, to refuse your offer 
of marriage, to tell you I'd decided to leave 
town and you. For one wild instant I 
doubted my power to be a good wife, felt 
that I didn’t really deserve you and would 
only bring you grief. It was probably one 
of the few honest impulses I’ve had in my 
life. But my selfish love and my great need 
to be loved quickly overcame the impulse. 

“Yes, Phil, Pll marry you,” I said sim- 
ply. 

We were to suffer one more paralyzing 
blow at the hands of our neighbors. 

That came about when announcements 
were sent out for the wedding ceremony. 
Neither you nor I, Phil, had estimated fully 
the capacity for cruelty possible in resi- 
dents of a small community. The wedding 
took place at six in the evening. By eight 
o’clock, it was obvious that a vicious boy- 
cott had been put into operation. Of the 
more than one hundred persons invited, 
there were less than a dozen present. I 
could tell, by the firm set of your jaw, how 
angry and humiliated you were and how 
hurt for my sake. As for me, I blamed the 
ugly situation on myself. Once you had 
been the most popular man in our commu- 
nity and my selfishness had brought you 
to this. Both of us, however, without put- 
ting it into words, were only the more 
determined to achieve happiness, to make 
our marriage go—if for no other reason 
than to show our hateful neighbors that 





we didn’t need their approval or friend- 
ship. 

We might have known that we couldn’t 
be happy in such an atmosphere. Your 
business didn’t suffer any because you had 
been socially blackballed. But there were 
the parties to which we weren’t invited, the 
community drives in which our participa- 
tion was not sought, the slights and snubs 
on the streets, the whispers behind our 
backs. the scornful glances. 

You were determined to face it out, Phil, 
But, after six months of this, I made a 
secret decision. I didn’t know how I was 
going to work it, but I intended to leave 
our town, to persuade you that you be- 
longed in a more cosmopolitan atmosphere, 
a big city. 

Almost as if I were Cinderella, granted 
a magic wish, the unbelievable happened. 
You received the important-looking letter 
with the Chicago postmark. Your brother, 
Carter, who had built a flourishing law 
practice in Chicago, was ailing terribly, 
The letter was from his wife. Carter needed 
someone he could trust to come to Chicago 
and take over and save his practice. You 
didn’t want to go. Leaving our town seemed 
to you like surrendering to the petty gos. 
sip, the vicious talk. You weren’t a quitter, 
But I begged and pleaded with you, pic- 
tured this opportunity as your big chance 
and confessed that I couldn’t take it any 
longer—being the object of scorn. Finally, 
you agreed. 

Life in Chicago opened up great new per: 
spectives for us. You were an immediate 
success in the handling of Carter’s busi: 
ness. His clients gave you the same re 
spect they had given him. Overnight, you 
became an important man, fitting in grace. 
fully with the professional, social and 
civic scheme of the big, pulsing city. You 
even began to get involved in your long- 
dreamed-of political activity. For Carter's 
prestige was able to open every vital door. 
As for me, I lived in an utterly different 
world. As your wife, I was catered to, lion 
ized, taken into the finest social circles. 

Three years after we’d come to the Mid 
west, you gave me a stunning anniversary 
present, Phil. This sumptuous home in 
Glencoe, Illinois, a fashionable suburban 
district not far out of Chicago. I had every: 
thing to be thankful for. Plenty of clothes, 
my own car, a beautiful home and a gen 
erous allowance. My life was spent in con 
stantly redecorating and enhancing ou 
home, tending our garden, playing in 
bridge tournaments, going to parties and 
dances. 

It’s been the old, oft-repeated story. You 
became busier and busier as the weeks 
went by. You were wrapped up in yout 
twin activities—politics and law. Slowly. 
almost imperceptibly, we began to drift 
from each other. Never spiritually or emo 
tionally—but physically, we became almost 
strangers. 














My comfortable, uncomplicated life be 
gan to weigh upon me. I was restless and 
increasingly lonely. I never blamed you 
because you were doing what you wanted 
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to do and I gloried-in your mounting suc- 
cess. I should have made myself content— 
or found new interests to take up the slack 
jn my life. Instead, I found Paul. 

I’m certain that Eunice, Carter’s wife, 
would never have introduced me to Paul if 
she could have.dreamed what the result 
would be. But Eunice, gracious and sophis- 
ticated, had confidence in my stability. She 
knew I was lonely. Most of her own life 
with Carter, she had been forced to go 
through the same role I was now playing. 
Of course, it had been easier for her since 
she and Carter had two lovely children. 
That, Phil, was-the great unspoken trag- 
edy in our marriage—that we have never 
had children or even the hope of having 
them. 

Eunice introduced me to Paul at a bene- 
fit dance for the Urban League, an affair 
you had tried desperately to make, but 
couldn’t because of an important Detroit 
conference you had to attend. 

“This is June—my pretty sister-in-law,” 
Eunice said charmingly. “June, meet Paul 
Slaughter, one of the city’s ten most eligi- 
ble bachelors.” 

How shall I describe Paul? Walnut 
brown, the kindest eyes, a face lean and 
sensitive. Slim, yet firm of body, dressed 
like a fashion plate but not at all a dandy. 
How shall I describe the incredible thrill 
which took hold of me when I looked into 
Paul’s soft brown eyes. His hand held a 
light, but I did not smoke. Then he said 
admiringly, “Pretty isn’t the word, Eunice. 
This lady is beautiful.” 

Paul was everything you weren't, Phil. 
He was a dreamer, a foolish, impractical 
young artist who won my interest that first 
night because, in spite of all his assured 
manner, his man-of-the-world air, he ap- 
pealed to my protective instincts. 

We danced. He was such a graceful 
dancer—one of those creatures made to 
hold a woman in his arms as if she were 
most precious, made to give a dangerous 
subtle meaning to the innocence of the 
waltz. I’d never danced with you, Phil, 
though I had often tried to make you 
learn this social art which you’d never 
taken time to cultivate. 

I felt alive and different in Paul’s arms. 
I felt the kind of stirrings and yearnings 
which I’d never known existed within me. 
I drifted. I floated. I lived—and in the 
rapture of it all—I loved a fresh, enticing 
love. 

Dancing in Paul’s arms became a fre- 
quent thing after that night. He brought 
me home to this house—your house—that 
night. Throughout the all-too short drive, 
I listened as he talked, opening up his 
heart to me about his work, his painting, 
his studio, his dreams. Paul hadn’t had 
much success in his work because he was 
more interested in doing it than in pro- 
moting it. I invited him in for a drink 
that night. It was all perfectly innocent— 
on the surface. We sat in the living room 
and drank and talked. Neither of us were 
children. So both of us knew that our talk 
was only surface talk. Both of us knew 
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that when I suggested that I’d like to help 
Paul with his caréer, it wasn’t only because 
I was being generous. It was because, 
within a few, ‘brief hours, I had decided 
that I must see him again, often. 

So Paul became my escort to the parties 
and the dances and—more often—on pri- 
vate dates like small, intimate clubs and 
off-the-record parties in the Near North 
Side arty circles. You met him, Phil, met 
and liked this earnest young man—this art- 
ist thirty years your junior, ten years 
younger than I. You thanked him for 
being such pleasant company to me. You 
went along with the program when I be- 
gan working our social and business con- 
nections to get Paul “in” with the influ- 
ential people who could make a young art- 
ist, who could buy his work at fabulous 
figures and give him entree to others who 
could do the same. 

The night that, through your interced- 
ing, I helped Paul to sell a half-dozen 
lovely oils to a judge friend of yours, Phil, 
that was the night the dam broke between 
Paul and me. That was the night that | 
began to sin against our marriage. 

Oh, Phil, if you hadn’t been so broad- 
minded, so trusting. You were with Paul 
and me that night. You were deathly tired 
and it was you who suggested that Paul 
and I ought to go out and celebrate his 
triumph, that you were going home to get 
some rest. It was the first time I visited 
Paul’s studio at night. I had been there 
before to marvel over his works and that 
time I had wanted to confess to him the 
way I felt about him. I had wanted 
him to take me in his arms, there in the 
place where he dreamed and worked, and 
to quiet and soothe the fever of desire I 
felt for him. 

That night Paul did take me in his arms. 
lightly, gratefully. 

“How will I ever thank you for what 
you’ve done for me, June?” he asked ear- 
nestly. 

“T'll tell you how, Paul,” I answered 
huskily. 

Then my arms were around his neck, my 
body curving into his, my lips giving, 
giving, giving... . 

Paul was only human. Our affair began. 

Paul and I were like two school kids in 
the blush of first love. Only it wasn’t as 
innocent as that. We took passion from 
each other and gave until we were breath- 
less, shaken and weak with the intensity 
of our desire. The more we saw of each 
other, the more recklessly we fulfilled that 
need. I wonder now, Phil, how you never 
guessed what was going on. Paul and I 
were like gamblers, staking everything fev- 
erishly, giving no thought to the conse- 
quences. 

The consequences caught up with us a 
few weeks ago, Phil—when a doctor con- 
firmed my worst fears. I was going to have 
Paul’s baby. 

I was frantic with fear. But Paul, always 
gallant, always reassuring, quieted my fear 
—or tried to. 

“Don’t worry about it, June,” Paul said. 


“What’s happened has happened. We'll just | 
have to put our cards on the table’ and 


confess the whole thing to Phil, I guess. 


If he’ll divorce you, I'll marry you, honey, | 


you know that. I wouldn’t run out on you. 
Phil’s an unusual fellow. He’ll probably 
take it hard at first but, in the long run, 
he'll get over it. 


At first I felt comforted and confident of | 


facing this crisis because of Paul’s atti- 
tude. Many men, in the same position, I 


realized, would have taken advantage of | 


my unfortunate position and left me to hold 
the bag. As long as Paul stuck by me, I 
reasoned, things wouldn’t be so bad. 

But tonight—Phil—tonight the truth be- 
gan to come into focus for me as it never 
has before. Tonight I began to realize the 
real meaning behind Paul’s seemingly re- 
assuring words. Don’t worry, Paul had told 
me. Paul wasn’t the type to allow things 
to worry him. He was carefree and happy- 
go-lucky. He was the kind who believed 
you could postpone trouble instead of meet- 
ing it head-on and conquering it. We would 
have to “confess” to you, Paul had said. 
All along, throughout my sordid affair with 
Paul, I had failed to realize that it was 
sordid, cheap and shameful; failed to un- 
derstand that it was actually a crime which 
called for “confession.” Now I knew it. 
And I knew that Paul knew it. Paul’s prom- 
ise to marry me wasn’t based on his desire 
to possess me as the most precious thing in 
his life. It was predicated on the time-hon- 
ored belief that the honorable man stands 
by a woman he has compromised. Paul 
would marry me because it was his duty. 

In a way, Phil, there’s been a parallel sit- 
uation in our lives. Not that you and I have 
ever been involved in a situation where a 
baby was involved. But back there in our 
small Louisiana town, I had become com- 
promised before the public because of our 
relationship. You married me then—but 
not because of pressures, not because of 
honor or to “stand by” me. You married 
me, Phil, because you wanted me, because 
you loved me more than any other living 
thing. 

And you'd never wanted to run away 
from trouble as Paul does now. In recent 
days, he’s been insisting that we postpone 
telling you until the last possible minute. 
It’s almost as if he expected some strange 
miracle to save us. I remember when I per- 
suaded you, Phil, to run away from a try- 
ing situation—when we left home to come 
to Chicago. But you wouldn’t have done it, 
except to please me. If I hadn’t convinced 
you that leaving would make me happy, 
you'd be right there today, fighting the bat- 
tle against the spiteful gossip of the peo- 
ple. And, eventually, you’d win. 


PHL, PHIL, beloved, how late it is to 

realize how wrong I’ve been. Everything 
I’ve done since the death of my parents has 
been based on insecurity and false values. 
I wanted so much to be loved and desired. 
That is what made me hate your first wife 
who had been so good to me. That was 
what made me glory in her death. That was 
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fifteenth of each month. ($157.70 each pay day.) 
Their pay is automatically increased yearly to 
$4,314.00. Advance may be had to District Trans- 
portation Manager at $7,476.00 a year. ($311.50 
each pay day.) Men 18 and up. 











v f 
3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 


Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 
3 days and have 3 days off duty or in the same 
proportion. During this off duty their pay con- 
tinues just as though they were working. They 
travel on a pass when on business. When they 
grow old, they are retired with a pension. 


Many Other Positions 
Many other positions are obtainable. Rural 
Carriers—-Stenographers—Typists— Patrol Inspec- 
tors—Meat Inspectors—ete. Those wishing these 
positions should qualify at once. 


Get Free List of Positions 

Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and 
mail it today—NOW, at once. 

Although not government controlled, this can 
result in your getting a big paid government job. 
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. J-61, Rochester 4, N. Y. 

Rush to me, entirely free of charge (1) a full 
description of U. S. Government Jobs; (2) Free 
copy of illustrated 36-page book, ‘‘How to Get a 
U. S. Government Job’’ with (3) List of U. S. 
Government Jobs; (4) Tell me how to qualify for 
one of these jobs. 








Name 

ee hemnt 

City - aiiciaeaelinaaaaiit woos cccctitiinins 
Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It. Write or Print 


Plainly. 











Has IRON-STARVED BLOOD Left You With 


NO PEP? 


FEEL GOOD AGAIN FAST 
with famous $.S.S. TONIC 


You may be suffering from that common blood 
condition known as Iron Deficiency Anemia. Get 
back your ENERGY, perk up your APPETITE. 
FEEL GOOD AGAIN FAST. Ask for $.5.S. 
TONIC liquid or easy-te-take tablets at your drug 
counter. You will be satisfied or money % 
Do as millions have for over 125 years. Accept 
no substitutes. Feel your 


TAKE $.S.S. TONIC 











what made me use a harlot’s trick to gain 
your attention to my feminine attraction. 
That was what made me convince you to 
leave our home town. That was what made 
me cheat and lie and debase myself with 
Paul. 

All the time I was breaking my marriage 
vows, I didn’t have sense enough to know 
that in your love, I had found the perfect 
answer to my insecurity, my will to be 
loved. No, you don’t dance or make delight- 
ful talk or even arouse the fires of feeling 
in me as Paul does. But your devotion has 
been a clear, pure, steadily burning flame, 
a dedicated thing. Phil, Phil, it’s you I 
truly love—not Paul. And here I lie—by 
your side—with the seeds of a new life 
sprouting within me—a new life authored 
by a man who isn’t my husband. 

Phil, there is only one answer. I can’t 
go away with Paul—unless you send me. 
I cannot live the lie my life has been a 
minute longer. I must awaken you and tell 
you the truth—the truth about it all—even 
beginning with my feelings about dear, 
dead Ann. Even if you order me out of 
your home tonight, I must tell you. 

You are awaking slowly, easily, Phil, as 
you always do. You are not angry with me 
for disturbing your sleep. 

“What is it, darling?” you ask with con- 
cern. “What is wrong?” 

My words, words interrupted with 
shaken sobbing and tears, pour forth in a 
torrent. I am cleansing my soul before you. 
I am not sparing myself or excusing myself 
for one bit of my sin. I am telling the truth 
as it is. 

When I am finished, Phil, you do a very 
simple and a very precious thing. You take 
me in your arms with much tenderness. 
You hold me in your arms, close to you, 
speaking comforting words to stop my 
tears. 

Phil, Phil, God be praised! You are 
telling me that, all along, you have known 
about Paul and me. You have suffered 
quietly, hoping and praying I would come 
to my senses before it was too late. 

“But the baby, Phil,” I cry. “It is too 
late.” 

You shake your head in the semi-dark- 
ness. If I want to remain your wife, you 
want me to stay—and you want the baby, 
to have and love as your very own. Parents 
of a child become parents because of the 
accident of birth, you tell me. A child be- 
longs to anyone who loves it. 

You tell me that not all the blame is 
mine in what has happened. You blame 
yourself for not seeing, when I was a 
youngster living in your home and Ann’s— 
that I felt a deep love for you. You blame 
yourself for being weak and sinning with 
me that night after your docter friend had 
suggested that you have me leave. You 
blame yourself for giving in about leaving 
our home town and for becoming so in- 
volved in business and politics here in Chi- 
cago that I could find time and inclination 
to look to another man. 

Yet, you do not try to cover up my ter- 
rible sinning, Phil. You tell me that the 


50 


Ann Weldon 


(Continued from Page 37) 


I’m sure now, it might have all gone for 
naught had I not had some help from peo- 
ple who knew the ropes in show business 
before_I had any idea what it was all about. 

There were some truly marvelous folk 
behind me as I made my first bid in my 
profession. I got my earliest boosts from 
my mother and father, two especially gen- 
erous and understanding people who sacri- 
ficed so much to see that I would have an 
opportunity to make good at the career I’d 
chose. They never failed to encourage me 
or to support me when I was trying to 
make the grade and, for that, I shall al- 
ways feel indebted to them. 

When I start to thinking of the people 
who have been extraordinarily helpful to 
me, I invariably come to the name of Aland 
Dixon, the comedian and show producer. 
Why does it happen that way? Well, for 
a simple reason, I suppose. You see, Aland 
gave me my first big break in show busi- 
ness while I was just a novice at the trade. 

At the time, I was making my debut as 
a nitery performer on a bill at a Texas 
nightclub where Aland was headlined. Uti- 
lizing my regular style of singing which 
highlights deep-voiced specialties, I got to 
work only a few performances before the 
manager decided to fire me. He said he 
had to get rid of me because it was his 
belief that customers would not go for a 
girl with a “big bass voice” like mine. 
Aland, however, came to my rescue and 
talked the manager out of giving me the 
air. Aland told him that if he gave me an 
ample chance to prove myself, I could be- 
come a hit. 

As things turned out, Aland was right. 
I made good at the nightclub after a few 
days and I’ve never stopped thanking 
Aland for making it all possible. 

Like Aland, there have been several 
other people instrumental in my reaching 
the top in show business. Among them 
are: 1) the owners of the Club Oasis in 





reason you have kept silence during my 
affair with Paul was that you hoped I 
would decide it was you I truly loved; that 
I would see the light and be woman enough 
to repent and come to you and confess. 
You pledge, Phil, to keep me so happy 
from now on—with your attention, your 
confidence and faith, that I will never 
dream of wanting someone else. 

I am crying, Phil. Not the heaving, des- 
perate tears I have cried recently—not 
tears of one trapped and frantic. I am cry- 
ing, softly weeping, my heart running over 
with gratitude to God and to you. I am 
crying in your arms. Tomorrow, I will call 
Paul and tell him what happened tonight. 
Tomorrow, Phil, I will talk to you about 
going back to our home town where we can 
re-build our lives together, a kind of me- 
morial to Ann, your first love. Tomorrow 


a new world will be ours. THE END 


Los Angeles where I worked my first major 
nightclub engagement for four months; 2) 
Larry Finley, the great Hollywood disc 
jockey and television personality, whose 
shows brought me so many offers and 
whose advice has guided me so well; 3) 
my personal representatives, Jules Fox and 
Josephine Brooks, whose experience in 
building stars has cleared the way so much 
for me and 4) Henri Rene, West Coast 
head of RCA-Victor who believed in me 
enough to give me a wonderful contract. 

I could go on and on naming people who 
have helped me in my trade but I don’t 
think that’s necessary. Anybody reading 
this will most likely get what I’m trying to 
say. Realizing that I’ve come about suc- 
cess in show business through the aid of 
some fine people, I promise now that I 
won’t ever forget what I should always be 
grateful for. 





Buddy’s Wife 
(Continued from Page 40) 


so happy and carefree now. What I need 
is diversion. Richy’s been so busy and this 
night work has made him so disagreeable 
that I hardly know what to do. I like life, 
people and excitement. Already Richy 
seems so settled.” She paused for a 
minute, then chirped up gayly: “Let’s go 
for a walk.” 

She linked her arm through mine and 
we started back through the big waiting 
room toward the 42nd Street exit and 
walked out into the neon-painted night. 
We walked slowly up 42nd Street, stop- 
ping occasionally to look at the window 
displays. At the end of two blocks we came 
to a small park hidden among the tall 
buildings. A pale moon beamed down from 
above the dim, light-spreckled skyscrapers. 
We watched moonbeams mingle with the 
lights of the city and play in the mists of 
a water fountain. Our conversation drifted 
casually with the minutes. Jeannie was 
very close to me and I could see the lights 
reflected in her eyes. I felt relaxed and 
free. I forgot the train I had missed. I 
forgot Richy. I forgot everything but the 
spell of the night and Jeannie. Then there 
was silence between us that was broken 
only by the drone of the traffic and the 
soft splatter of waterdrops falling into the 
lily pond. 

“Are you always this friendly, Jeannie?” 
I asked. 

She didn’t answer right away, but her 
voice was low and calm when she spoke: 

“No, Jim, I’ve only been this close to one 
other man in my life—that was the man I 
married. Richy has always been so gentle 
and kind—a perfect husband, but, Jim, 
the war and these long night shifts have 
made another man of him. I’m so glad you 
came today. You can’t possibly know how 
much it means to both Richy and myself. 
I was reaching the breaking point. Your 
voice on the phone sounded strong and 
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soothing. I found wyself suddenly wanting 


to confide in you. : Jim, I’ve been a changed 
woman today. I’ve been carefree and happy 
for the first time in weeks. Don’t think I’m 
a maudlin, Jim. I’m not looking for some- 
one’s strong shoulders to cry on. I would 
have liked you anyhow, regardless.” 


ER EYES were wet and her face was 

close to mine. I had a sudden impulse 

to embrace her, but I turned my face away, 

looked into the night, and continued the 
conversation : 

“Richy told me a long time ago that I'd 
like you when I met you, Jeannie. He was 
more right than I imagined. You are 
everything he said you were. I’m worried— 
I fear myself. Richy’s one of the finest 
fellows I’ve ever known.” 

“If I had a brother, Jim, I’d want him to 
be like you. Yet, somehow, I want you to 
be more than just a brother to me.” 

She was close again and that strange 
feeling went surging through me. I took 
a hasty glance at my wristwatch and 
turned to Jeannie again: 

“Guess we'd better get back to Grand 
Central.” 

She smiled and looped her arm through 
mine. We walked slowly back to the sta- 
tion and paused momentarily at the gate 
leading to the train platform. 

“T want to go to the train with you, Jim? 
You don’t know how much happier I’ve 
felt just being near you, Jim... you 
must be my panacea.” She smiled at me 
and continued talking: 

“You must come back soon, and often, 
Jim.” 

By then I had left the el and was walk- 
ing back through Grand Central Station. 
Everything about the big, cavernous place 
seemed to remind me of Jeannie and the 
last time I saw her. Now I was mentally 
about to board the coach to New Haven, 
promising Jeannie that I’d soon return to 
New York to visit her. 

I thought of how she stepped closer to 
me—her face upturned and her eyes 
searching and moist. I could smell the 
perfume in her hair. It seemed to whirl 
in my head, confusing me. The urge over- 
whelmed me and I leaned toward Jeannie’s 
full, red lips. 

The conductor shouting “All aboard. 
All aboard for Norwalk, Bridgeport, New 
Haven and Boston” interrupted us just as 
our lips were about to meet, and I remem- 
ber gripping her gloved hand, turning and 
running into the coach. 

I was on the shuttle train to Pennsyl- 
vania Station when I gave in. Almost be- 
fore the shuttle train stopped I bounded off 
and ran to the nearest phone booth and 
dialed Jeannie’s number. 

Jeannie’s soft, musical voice answered 
the phone: 

“Mrs. Jones speaking.” 

“Hello, Jeannie, this is Jim,” I answered 
excitedly. 

“Jim, my goodness! Where’ve you been 
all these months? I’ve been so miserable 
and lonely that I hardly knew what to do. 


I’m so happy you called. It’s real'nice te... 


hear your voice again.” 

“How’s Richy and the kids?” 

“The kids are fine. 
ry rn a 

“What’re you saying, Jeannie? What’s 
the trouble? Where’s Richy?” . 

“Richy hasn’t been home for a month, 
Jim.” ‘ 
“Why? What’s the trouble? What’s he 
doing,” I asked in a volley of words. 

“T can’t tell you here, Jim. . . . Are you 
coming out?” 

“No, Jeannie, I’m on my way back to 
Pennsylvania. Moreover, I don’t think it’s 
wise for me to come out thére under the 
circumstances, do you?” 

“Where are you, Jim?” 

“Penn Station.” 

“T’ll come down, Jim. I have to see you 
. . . I want to see you so very much. . . .” 

“Tt’s 11 o’clock,” I interrupted, “this is 
no time for you to be coming out alone.” 

“Oh, don’t worry, I'll call a cab. Will 
you wait for me, Jim? I must see you, 
Darling! I feel so upset and alone . . .” 

My resistance had ebbed away. I was 
submerged by a wave of mixed emotions: 

“Okay, Jeannie, I'll be back at Grand 
Central Station, waiting by the information 
booth in the main waiting room.” 

Soon I was back at Grand Central and 
after an hour of restless pacing I spotted 
Jeannie coming through the crowd. I 
stepped forward to meet her. She was even 
more beautiful than before, looking very 
stylish in a blue tailored suit. 

“Hello, Jeannie, you look real stunning,” 
I complimented her. 

“Thanks, Jim, I’m happy to see you 
again.” 

She took my arm and again we strolled 
toward the 42nd Street exit. Soon we 
found ourselves back in the little park off 
42nd Street and Jeannie was talking about 
Richy: 

“He continued to get worse and worse, 
Jim. Finally I couldn’t stand any more of 
it. We had a violent argument. Then he de- 
cided that maybe we could get along with- 
out his presence in the house. He moved 
to his mother’s home in uptown Manhattan. 
He hasn’t abandoned us, however—he still 
supports us. It’s so strange, Jim, living in 
an apartment without Richy around.” 

“Ts there another woman involved, Jean- 
nie.” 

“T don’t know, Jim. Really there’s so 
much about this that I don’t understand. 
Well, anyhow, I didn’t come here to cry. 
I came here because when I’m with you I 
always find contentment and peace of 
mind.” 


t hue BREEZE PLAYED in the treetops 

and we could hear the rustle of early 
autumn in the falling leaves. She snug- 
gled closer to me and her voice trailed off 
until it mingled with the sigh of the breeze. 
The warm tide rose swiftly within me and 
I swept her into my arms. I found her 
warm lips in the darkness. Then she broke 


. 


As for Richy - I. 


away from my embrace and walked to the 
edge of the lily pond. I followed and when 
she turned I could see tears streaming 
down her face. 

“I’m sorry, Jeannie.” 

Then she was in my arms again. 

“What will become of us, Jim. This isn’t 
good. It’s not right, but I can’t help it. 
Take me home, Jim!” 

It was 1 a.m. when we arrived at her 
apartment in Long Island City. The huge 
buildings were dark and silent. We en- 
tered and I ushered Jeannie to her fourth 
floor flat and stopped at the door. 

“Won’t you come in, Jim?” 

“No thanks, Jeannie, not at this hour.” 

“Please come in, Jim.” 

Jeannie smiled mischievously and ca- 
ressed my ear with her soft hand. Gently, 
she led me into the living room. 

“Make yourself at home, Jim.” She went 
to the radio, switched it on, and stood 
poised above it, dialing. Then she turned 
off the ceiling light, leaving a soft, blue 
light burning atop the radio cabinet. 

“Excuse me just a moment, please.” 

She disappeared into the kitchen and in 
a few minutes returned with two glasses of 
wine on a small, silver tray. She set the 
tray on the tea table in front of me and 
excused herself a second time—disappear- 
ing down the dark hallway. 

Shortly she reappeared, clad in white 
silk pajamas. She paused in the doorway 
and I surveyed her in the dim light. She 
was lovely! She reached up as if to em- 
brace an imaginary partner and danced 
toward me. By then I was standing. I could 
feel the hot blood pounding in my veins. 

She stopped in front of me. 

I stepped toward her, but she moved 
backward—picking up one of the glasses 
in the same graceful movement. 

I stopped and she handed it to me. She 
then picked up the other glass, extended 
it to me in silent token, and sipped lightly 
as she watched me closely. Then she 
lowered the glass and spoke: 

“Do you like my outfit, Jim?” 

My throat was dry and my mouth seemed 
parched. I opened my mouth but no words 
came out. I nodded my head with a weak 
smile and again moved toward her. Then 
the room seemed full of torrid Afro-Cuban 
rhythm. She spun away from my clutching 
arms and whirled around the room with 
the artful gyrations of a ballerina. I pur- 
sued her, but she kept smiling and elud- 
ing me. 

My pulse was throbbing. I slumped 
upon the sofa and the blood was pound- 
ing in my ears like the beat of tom-toms. 

Then the music changed and became 
smooth and sentimental. She stopped danc- 
ing and paused at the side of the sofa. I 
stood up and she extended her hand... . 


N THE LONELY HOURS of the morn- 

ing we fought our eerie, silent, relentless 
battle of flaming passion, remorse, fear, 
and, finally, anger. 
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Teaching him 
tricks is fun. 








Your NEW, Real, L/VE 


=O MINIATURE DOG 


T’ll be happy to send you without you pay- 

ing a penny, this lovable, young, Miniature 

DOG that is so tiny you can carry it in 

your pocket or hold it in one hand, yet it 

barks and is a reliable watch dog as well as 

t. You can keep it in a shoe box and 

enjoy many amusing hours teaching it 

tricks .. . active, healthy, intelligent and 

clean. Simply hand out only 20 get- acquainted coupons to friends 

and relatives to help us get that many new customers as per our 

premium letter. I enjoy my own lively, tiny dog so much. It is such 
wonderful company that I’m sure you'll simply love one yourself. 

Please send me your favorite snapshot, photo or Kodak picture when 

writing for your Miniature Dog. We will make you a beautiful 5x7 

inch enlargement in a handsome “Movietone” frame SO YOU CAN 


—j] TELL YOUR FRIENDS about our bargain hand-colored enlarge- 


<> ments when handing out the get-acquainted coupons. Just mail me 
your favorite snapshot, print or negative NOW and pay the post- 
man only 19¢ plus postage when your treasured enlargement 
arrives and I’ll include the “Movietone” frame at no extra cost. 
LIMIT of 2 to any one person. Your original returned with your 
enlargement and frame. Also include the COLOR OF HAIR AND 
EYES with each picture, so I can also give you our bargain offer 
on a second enlargement artfully hand colored in oils for natural 
— sparkle and life, like we have done for thousands of 
others. 

I’m so anxious to send you a miniature dog that I hope you will 
send me your name, address and favorite snapshot, right awa 
and get your 20 enlargement coupons to hand out. rs. Rut 
Long, Gift Manager. 


Dept. X-427, 211 W. 7th St. 
DEAN STUDIOS nag Reta lowa . 








“UP TO A $10 PORTRAIT STUDIO VALUE $1 





Double-Weight, Silk Finish Portrait Paper. 
fully DECKLE EDGED. 


PHOTOS (one pose) suitable for os and keepsakes. 
parents, movie stars and others. 


satisfaction guaranteed. Please send within 15 days 


Any 
Photo 
Copied 


BILLFOLD 
PHOTOS 


Each (2/2 x 3V> inch) PHOTO is beauti- | 50 for only $2 | 


Send on 
Approval 


(Send No 
Money) 








get acquainted we will make 7 these NEW artistic BILLFOLD PHOTOGRAPHS that are the By 
with ‘4 , 


ginal returned with your order. stman on arrival plus 


r our C.O.D. and postage or castes eae the money and we prepay. 3-day service. Portrait studio quality and 
to 


Dept. 111, 211 W. 7th St., Des Moines 2, Ia. 
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ESTO S¢ aU EyyZ8 Mail Coupon Now for FREE TRIAL Samples 
intigeytmeserm and My Sensational Profit-Making Plans 


Here’s my amazing offer: Just mail coupon below and I’ll 
send you for FREE TRIAL an assortment of full-size 
packages of famous Blair Home Products. Introduce to 
friends, neighbors — show them sensational bargains in 
Cosmetics, Flavorings, Foods, things every home needs 
and buys every day— 200 in all. Put in spare time or full 
time. You don’t need experience, and I give you credit. 


Mail coupon! (femmes coves comms comm ces 


BLAIR, Dept. 14x 
SEND NO I tynchburz, va. 
MONEY 


Please rush full-size products for FREE 
TRIAL and Money-Making Plans. 

Not a penny needed 

now or ever. Full- 


Size products plus 
money-making 
sag rushed to you 
or FREE TRIAL. 
Act now. 


BLAIR, Dept. 14x, 


Lynchburg, Virginia | 


TRIAL! 








I caught her arms and crushed her 
madly to me. I shook her violently and 
half-threw her to the sofa. I raised my 7 
hand to strike her. I looked into her eyes 
and my hand froze in mid-air. She was not 
cringing in fear of the impending blow. 
There was a faint smile on her lips and in 
her eyes shone a strange glow of satisfac- 
tion. She emitted a low sigh as if in com- 
plete subjection. 

The music rose to a crescendo, then be- 
gan to fade and drift far away. Logic and 
realization stopped the mad whirling in — 
my mind. My hand dropped slowly to my © 
side. I was weak, ashamed, and possessed 
by a greater fear. 

“God,” I thought, “how did I get into 
this jam? What would Richy think? Could 
I ever face him again? Richy, my buddy ~ 
and my best friend. . . . and those kids 
sleeping down the hall! What am I doing? 
Is this madness?” 

I buried my head in my hands, then 
turned and walked to the window. The 
courtyard below was dark, but when I 
looked up I could see the grim shadows of 
the other apartment buildings etched 
against the first streaks of dawn. Dawn— 
another day. Somehow, the thought re- 
freshed and helped clear my clouded mind. 7 
I could hear Jeannie moving close behind 
me. 

“I’m sorry, Jim. I’m sorry I’ve treated 
you this way.” 
I turned to face her. Tears were stream- 
ing down her face. Suddenly I was no 
longer afraid. The maddening tide that 
had raged within me had subsided. I~ 
knew that it would not rise again. The 
tom-tom beat had vanished. I spoke with 

compassion: 

“I’m the foolish one, Jeannie. I’ve been 
selfish and reckless and wrong. Here, to- 
night, I’ve learned a great lesson of my 
life.” 

By then I had walked to the front door. 
When I turned she was facing me—her 
form silhouetted against the window. 

“Goodbye, Jim!” 

“Goodbye, Jeannie.” 

I descended the eight flights of stairs 
and walked out into the crisp, fresh morn- 
ing air, hailed a passing taxi, and caught 
the 7:28 for Pennsylvania. A train that 
was graciously taking me away from the 
most shameful experience of my life. A 
vehicle that was taking me away and at 
the same time closing the book on an un- 
forgettable chapter in my life—a chapter I 
had to learn firsthand; a chapter I had to- 
live. The clicking rails, which now 
sounded like soft, muffled music. were 
carrying me home—home to Betty Lou, 
the woman I now appreciated and loved 
more than ever before. THE END 





SUBSCRIBE TO 











ed her 
ly and 
ed my 
er eyes 
Vas not 

blow. 
and in 
atisfae- 
in com- 


1en be- 
cic and 
ling in 
y to my 
ssessed 


et into 
Could 
buddy 
se kids 


doing? 


then 
The 


vhen 


1 mind. 


behind 
treated 
stream- 


vas no 
e that 


ed. I 
1. The 
e with 


e been | 
sre, to- 
of my 


t door. 
e—her 


stairs 
morn 4 
aught 
n that | 
m the 
fe. A 


nd at 


1ad to 4 
now 
were 
Lou, 





